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Young Wild West's MCxican Mine
OR, ARIETTA BREAKING A SIEGE
BY AN OLD SCOUT

CHAPTER !.-Wild Is Presented With a Mexican Mine.

It was a scorching hot day. Such a day as can
often be found anywhere along the southern border line of Arizona. Used to all sorts of climates
as they were, Young Wild West and the friends
w~o traveled with him on his horseback trips, in
si&.rch of excitement and adventure, felt the heat
keenly. No wonder, then, that they came to a
halt in a small grove of giant cacti when the forenoon was hardly more than half gone. There
was shade there, and even if no water could be
found on the desert, they could refresh themselves and wait until the middle of the afternoon,
when it would be slightly cooler, before proceeding on their way. The well-known boy hero, who
was known all over the West and Southwest as
the Champion Deadshot, had no particular destination in view just then. He had simply started
west from Tombstone the day before, expecting
that something might turn up before they gcit
very far that would give them all a chance to do
something. As usual, the young deadshot's companions consisted of Arietta Murdock, his goldenhaired sweetheart; Cheyenne Charlie, the scout,
and his· wife, Anna; Jim Dart, a boy from
' oming, and Eloise Gardner, his sweetheart,
a;_ i Hop Wah and Wing Wa)1, the two Chinamen
employed as handy man and cook.
"It is a mighty good thing that we have a plentiful supply of water on hand," Wild said, nodding to his companions, after they had dismounted. "I had no idea we were going to strike this
desert so soon. I intended to turn due south and
ride over into Mexico, and thus avoid it. But
somehow we got right into it before we hardly
'
knew it."
"That's 'cause them high rocks we jest rounded looked as if there was trees behind 'em, Wild,"
Cheyenp.e Charlie answered, with a shrug of the
shoulders. "It ain't very often that this blamed
cactus stuff fools me that way. I reckon the
sJalks is a whole lot higher than what we gen~ally run across in our travels."
"It certainly grows much higher here, Charlie.
But that's all right. It makes a shade, and that's
what we need just now. When we start off this
a fternoon we will turn sharp t o the left. That

will bring us right into Mexico in a short time, I
am thinking."
"Oh, we kin stand it, I reckon. It ain't likely
we'll be long gittin' away from the desert after we
turn to the south."
There was not a breath of air stirring; yet it
was comparatively cool under the grateful shade,
so even though it punished them to remain there
in i~leness, ~hey mana~ed to pass the time away
until noon without gettmg too uneasy. Wing, the
cook, then quickly produced a lunch, for it was too
hot to eat anything that was cooked as they all
were willing to admit, even though 'they always
possessed a rousing good appetite. When he had
finished eating all he cared to, Cheyenne Charlie
filled and lighted his pipe. Having done this, he
strolled to the edge of the bunch of cacti and
took a look toward the south. What was hi~ surprise when he saw the horsemen galloping
straight toward the spot where the halt had been
made.
"Say, Wild," he called out sharply, "come here.
Somebody is comin'."
"What's that, Charlie?" and the young -deadshot quickly ran to his side.
"A couple of greasers, I reckon," the scout
said, after shading his eyes with his 4and and
taking a good look
"Right you are, Charlie. By the way one of
them is riding it looks as if he is sick or
wounded."
Jim and the girls quickly came out into the
glaring sun, and then regardless of the heat they
remained there watching until the two horsEVTien
rode up. The man, who appeared to be sick or
":ounded, as Young Wild West sa.id, was unquestionably a half-:t>reed, his blood being mixed with
that of the Indian race. The other was just an
ordinary greaser, as they are termed. The first
mentioned had the appearance of being a man of
the better class, too. The clothing he wore was
somewhat more expensive than that which is usually worn by the average Mexican.
"What is the trouble, senor?" YQung Wild West
said, as the two horses came to a halt and he
stepped up to the apparently sick man.
"Feve1;," came the reply. "No water, senor. I
am burnmg up."
"No water?" and Wild turned and looked
sharply at tii\! senor's companion,.
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A baleful gleam shone in the latter's eyes as he
shnigged his shoulders.
"Da water give out yesterday morning, senor,"
he said. "Me no can help."
"You can't help it, eh? All right. Hop, fetch
some water here right away."
The last was said as the young deadshot turned
and called toward the bunch of cacti.
"Allee light, Misler Wild," a piping voice answered, and then Hop Wah soon appeared, carrying a big tin cup that was filled with water.
The greaser made a grab for it, but Wild coolly
pushed him aside.
"You wait a minute. By the looks of you, you
are not suffering so badly from thirst. Let this
man have a drink."
Then the senor was permitted to gulp down the
full contents of the cup, and when he had done so
he sank to the ground with a sigh of relief.
"Me want water,'.' the greaser called out, acting
as if he was almost famished for a drink.
But Young Wild West was satisfied that he was ·
only shamming. Certainly he did not look anything like a man who had been a long time without a drink of water.
"Greaser," the boy said, looking at him sharply,
"this strikes me as being somewhat strange.
Here are two of you, and one is nearly dead from
the want of a drink. You seem to be all right.
Now then, I reckon you had better explain yourself."
"Me want a drink," the Mexican insisted, not
paying any attention to what was said to him.
"You will wait till we get ready to give it to
you, then. Now then, boys, just help this fellow
into the shade."
The young deadshot nodded to the man who was
still upon the ground, and quickly Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart seized him by the arms and
dragged him to his feet. Then they hurried him
into the shade, which was so close by. At this
the greaser suddenly turned to his horse, and
mounting quickly, started to ride away.
"Hold on, greaser!" Young Wild West called
out sharply. "Don't be in a hurry. I reckon we'll
have a talk with you before you go."
"Me no want to stay. Me go on," was the reply,
and with that he urged his horse to gallop.
"I'll stop him, Wild," the scout said quickly,
an"d pulling a revolver, he fired a shot just over
the horseman's head. The Mexican ducked and
uttered a sharp cry, but instead of bringing his
horse to a halt, urged it to a faster pace.
"Let him go, Charlie," Wild said, with a nod
of his head. "He's no good, and I know it. I
reckon he has been depriving the other fellow of
water, and the chances are he has some with him
right now. We'll find out all about it in a few
minutes."
The senor, as he must be called, was seated in
the shade, and Wing was just bringing him a cup
of coffee when the young deadshot and his partners joined the rest of the party.
"What is the matter with the other fellow,
Wild?" Arietta asked in surprise. "We heard his
horse galloping away, and then we were just in
time to see Charlie fire a shot at him. What does
it mean?"
"I don't know yet, little girl. We'll find that
out just as soon as this man is able to tell us.
But I reckon it's all right. That IF.,'easer is a
rascal, so we don't want him here, anyhow."

"Pedro J anchez is a very bad . man. I never
knew it until the day before yesterday," declared
the guest who had come to them in such an unexperted way, after he had swallowed some of the
coffee. "He betrayed me, and I firmly believe it
was for the purpose of obtaining possession of
some valuable papers I have with me. He meant
to rob me, and then leave me to die on the desert.
I never suspected him until this morning. Yesterday I found that our water had apparently leake.!l from the kegs we had with us, but now I kno~
that Pedro must have drawn it and bottled it. He
acted queerly about it, and when I noticed that he
did not seem to be at all thirsty, while I was suffering terribly, it dawned upon me fully that he
meant for me to perish on the desert. How glad
I am, for I have much to thank you for. You
have saved my life, and I will pay you well for
it."
"'What is your name, senor?" Wild asked, for
he now felt that the man was quite able to carry
on a conversation, since the drink of water and
the coffee that followed it had worked wonders.
"Miguel Garcia is my name, senor, and I am
very wealthy. I am the owner of two valuable
mines, which are located probably fifty miles
from where we now are, as near as I can judge,
for I now believe that once he got me upon the
desert, Pedro J anche.z was leading me in a circle
for no other purpose than to have me die. I~
thought he was a man who could be trusted, so '!{..
engaged him to guide me to Tombstone. We
should have reached that place long before ·this,
if he had taken the right course."
"I reckon y.ou would have been there last night,
if you left the day before yesterday, Senor Garcia," Wild answered.
"Yes, yes, I know it. But it is as I have told
you. Janchez was a traitor. He wanted the pa·
pers I have with me."
"All right, senor. Take it easy. I reckon your
fever will mighty soon be cured. We will fix up a
little medicine for you, and I know it will do you
good."
"Thank you. A little more water, please."
"Probably you would like to eat something."
!'I am not hungry. We had plenty with us to
eat, and it is not gone yet. But what good is food
with no water to wash it down?" and the senor
.,-.;
shook his head sadly.
Cheyenne Charlie, who had learned considerable"
from a surgeon while he was in the army, always
carried medicine with him. He knew just what
would be needed, so he was not long in mixing
up_a _dose, which the grateful Mexican swallowed
without any hesitation. Then a little more water
was given him, and he proceeded to roll a cigarette, which told plainly that he was coming back
to his normal state. While he was puffing away
Wild introduced himself and his companions.
Senor Garcia declared that he had never heard of
them, which might have seemed strange, since
the fame of Young Wild West had long since
spread throughout the region west of· the Rocky
Mountains.
At the time of which we write that section of
the country was in a far less civilized state than
at present: The population was scarce, too, and "
with all sorts of wild animals and bad Indians, as
well as white men, to contend with, the young
deadshot and his partners certainly seldom went
long without having a chance to assist in paving
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the way to civilization. Finally the senor threw
away his cigarette, and then thrusting his hand
in an inner pocket of the light but expensive coat
he was we11,ring, he drew forth a flat package that
was wrapped in oiled silk and tied with a string.
"These are the papers that Pedro Janchez was
anxious to obtain," .he said. "I always carry them
with me when I leave on a busines strip, and he
kn~ it. If I had died on the desert, as he no
doi.iJft intended I should, there is a certain document in this packet which would enable him to
obtain possession of one of my mines, the mine I
was thinking of selling when I got to Tombstone,
if I could find a customer."
"I see," 'Wild answered, nodding for him to go
on. "But I reckon the greaser won't get possession of the paper, senor."
"I am sure he will not, unless he takes it from
you, Young Wild West."
As he said this Garcia arose to his feet :,md
nodded his head decisively.
"Going to let me take care of it for you, then?"
and the boy .smiled.
"I am going to first affix ·m y name to the document, and then present it to you, in appreciation
of the fact that you have saved my life."
"You needn't do anything like that, ,~nor. I
am sure we don't want to be paid for having ren,de~~ assistance to a man in distress "
:9.tt the Mexican shook his head, showing that
he was firm in his intention. He untied the
packet, ·and after looking the documents over, extmcted one from it.
"A pen and ink," he said. "Have you such
things with you?"
The scout's wife quickly nodded.
"Yes, senor," she answered. "We always carry
pen, ink and paper with us."
"Furnish me with them, please, senora."
Anna looked at Wild, who nodded for her to do
as the man requested. When the pen and ink was
brought forth Garcia quickly affixed his name to
the bottom of a paper that had probably two hundred words written upon it.
"Now then," he said, looking at Cheyenne Charlie and his wife, "you two are of age, I presume.
You will please sign this as witnesses."
"Right you are," the scout answered, and he
qufr-1:Iy wrote his name.
Tnen his wife wrote hers, and after permitting
the ink to dry, Garcia handed the paper to Wild.
"With my compliments, Young Wild West," he
said. "This gives you possession of a valuable
mine that is situated five miles from the border
line between Mexico and Arizona."
Somewhat amazed, the boy tried to decipher
the writing, but it was in Spanish, and though he
could speak and understand the language very
well, he could not read what was written there.
"I am telling you the truth," the senor said
smilingly, when he saw that the boy was somewhat puzzled. "I will translate it for you, since
you cannot read it."
This he was not long in doing, and our friends
feij that if he was really sincere and truthful,
th,:\, were about to come in possession of a gold
mine which might prove to be of great value.
Anyhow, it was worth taking a chance on, as Jim
Dart remarked in a whisper to his sweetheart.
Garcia lighted another cigarette, and then appeared to be quite calm. His fever had certainly
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about vanished, and no doubt he really was all
, right. After a while he was induced to eat something, and then after swallowing more water, he
declared that he was ready to leave the spot
whenever they said the word.
"You were heading for Tombstone, Senor Garcia," Wild said, as he looked at his watch and
found it was past two o'clock. "I'll tell you what
we'll do. Since we are in no particular hurry,
we'll go there with you."
"No, no!" and the senor put up his hands. "I
have changed my mind about going there. Did I
not t ell you that I was going there for the purpose of selling the mine I have since given to
you?"
'-'Oh! Where do you want to go, then?"
"Back into Mexico, where I started from. The
two mines are located within three miles of each
other. The one I have presented you with is the
nearest to the American line. I hope you will
take possession of it as socn as possible, and I
assure you that should you see fit to sell it, I will
not be one bit disappointed. Of course, you people would not want to remain in Mexico very
long."
"Not very long, I reckon," Cheyenne Charlie
answered, as he stroked the ends of' his long black
mustache and shook his head. "But I reckon we
have got to see this thing through. Wild's got
a Mexican mine new, an' we'll have to look it
' over, anyhow."
The senor kept assuring them that he was a
very wealthy man, and that giving away a gold
mine was really nothing to him, especially when
he was giving it to those who had saved his life.
Our friends firmly believed that they really had
saved the Mexican's life, for there was no doubt
that the rascally greaser meant to leave him to
perish on the desert. It was a rather queer ad•
venture they had met with, and bound to see it
through, they set out half an hour later for the
Mexican line, Senor Garcia riding with them and
showing that he was feeling fit for the journey.

CHAPT.ER II.-At the Mexican Village.
Senor Garcia kept looking at the sun as they
rode along over the glittering white sand of the
desert. He seemed to be somewhat puzzled, and
finally he turned to Young Wild West, who was
riding near him, and said:
"8enor, possibly I may have made a mistake in
.thinking that my home was fifty miles from where
we now are. It seems to me that I have seen
those high red cliffs to the left before, and if such
is the case, the way_ the sun is now shining and
the hour of the day would indicate that we are
not more than twenty miles away."
"So much the better," the young deadshot answered. "If that's the case, we'll try and make
it today. We can easily do it by keeping on after
it gets dark, for certainly we should strike some
sort of a trail, if you are right in your supposition."
"I feel sure that I am right now. Yes, I know
that familiar old landmark. The villain Pedro
Janchez didn't bring me so far, after all. But
probably he kept riding in a circle, so when he
had disposed of me he would not have far to go
in making his return."
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Encouraged at the thought of getting away
from the desert before nightfall, the party moved
ahead a little faster. It was rather tough on the
two pack-horses that were carrying the camping
eutfit and sv.pplies, but they were beasts that
were used to such hardships, and Wild decided
that it would not hurt them much to keep them
going. For an hour they kept along steadily
without making a halt. Then as they reached the
top of a rocky ridge Garcia gave an exclamation
of joy.
"There!" he exclaimed. "You can see the end
of the desert to the south. I know where we are
now. In another hour we will be within five
miles of my adobe house."
"Are you sure, Senor Garcia?" Wild asked.
"Quite sure. I am positive of it."
"All right; then we'll take a rest. for a few minutes and proceed on."
They rode on down to the foot of the rocky
ascent, where there was some shade to be had,
anrl dismounted. All had a drink of water, and
before setting out again the horses were given a
little. Our friends were quite sure that the
greaser had come this way, though when he rode
swiftly away from them he went more to the
right. Having nothing to hinder his progress, it
was a pretty sure thing that he would reach his
starting point long before them, probably an hour
or so.
Of course, they anticipated trouble with Pedro
Janchez. But that was what they really liked,
for they knew that the man was a would-be murderer, and they meant to see to it that he was
punished for what he had tried to do. The senor
was right when he said in another hour the desert
would be left behind, for scarcely that time
elapsed after they set out again when they found
themselves riding through the semblance of a
Berni-tropical forest, with wild flowers blooming
all around them and the native birds singing
gayly in the branches overhead.
"Keep a little to the left and we will strike the
trail that follows along at the edge of the border
line," the Mexican said. "We are now on my native soil, you know," he added, turning to them
and smiling.
"In old Mexico, eh?" the scout asked.
"Yes, that is true. Once upon the trail, and
in a few minutes we will come to a village. Then
my two mines are but three miles distant?"
"Sure you ain't made no mistake?" and Charlie
looked at him as if he was somewhat doubtful.
"Sure, senor."
"All right, then. We'll git there somewhere
around the time it gits dark."
After going to the left a little they came to a
bubbling cascade. The water was cool and clear,
and they halted and drank freely of it. Then
after the usual rest they struck out again, and in
a few minutes came to the trail Garcia had told
them of. The senor was much elated now.
"The first thing I mean to do after arriving is
to look for Pedro Janchez," he said. "The villain
must be punished. He lives in the village which
is called Chicos."
"I reckon we'll find him there, Senor Garcia,"
Wild answered, in his cool and easy way. 0 I suppose there are quite a bad lot of fellows in this
,
village you speak of."
"There are all sorts there, as in most places.
Chicos hat1 a population of not more than two hun-

dred. It is a pretty little. spot, and the Wayside
Inn, where travelers stop to refresh themselves, is
kept by an American. His name is Salter."
"What kind of a feller is he?" Charlie asked.
"I don't like him much," the senor answered
frankly. "But I can't say but that he is all right,
as you Americans call it."
"M9st likely we'll find Janchez at the inn, then."
"He is a frequenter of the place."
"Wild," and the scout looked at the young de
shot questioningly, "are you goin' to stop in this
here greaser village the senor has been tellin' us
about?"
"I don't know, Charlie," was the reply.
"Certainly not," Garcia spoke up. "You are .going home with me. My house is large enough to
accommodate you all, and if yotl think it isn't, you
can pitch your camp close to it. Your own mine,
Young Wild West, is scarcely half a mile from
\
my dwelling."
"My Mexican mine," and the boy laughed
lightly. "Well, senor," ' he added, "it sounds a
little queer when I say that, but if I have some
into possession of a Mexican mine, I am going to
take good care of it as long as I feel disposed to
claim ownership to it."
The senor nodded approvingly and smiled. As
the party rode along the trail, which seemed to
be quite a thoroughfare, they soon met two rur$
guards, as the border policemen of 1'4exico a"!~
called. They recognized Senor Garcia, and by
their manner it was very evident that he wa-s held
in high esteem. After staring curiously at our
friends, especially the girls, the rurales went on
their way. It being shady nearly all the way
now, and the sun being almost down, it was comparatively cool and inviting. If it had not been
that they were so close to their destination Wild
would surely have called a halt. But the senor
was anxious to get to his home, so they kept on,
and at length rode into the lazy little village.
Some of the buildings were nothing ·m ore than
shacks, but there were a few fairly good-sized
adobe houses. At a point where they rode across
the one street that ran through the centre of the
village a big structure of both lumber and adobe
bricks was located. A sign that ran nearly acrosg
the front of it informed the traveler that it was
the "Wayside Inn." It was in English, too, so i}
plainly looked as if Salter, the proprietor, cate~
principally to his own countrymen. A rude sort
of porch extended across the front and ran b-ack
at both sides of the house, and there were tables
and chairs grouped about for the convenience of
those who preferred to remain outside and enjoy
the benefits of the open air. Probably half a
dozen men were sitting close together drinking
and smoking as· the party rode up .. Naturally,
they turned to have a look at the newcomers, and
when they did this our friends saw one of them
start to his feet and begin to talk excitedly to his
companions. Wild recognized the fellow instantly. It was Pedro Janchez, the greaser who
had almost succeeded in robbing Senor Garcia and
leaving him to die on the desert.
"There he is, senor," the boy said, in his c~
and easy way, as he nodded toward the excite<!
Mexican.
"It is J anchez !" Garcia exclaimed. "He has returned ahead of me. I must call him to account
without delay."
"Go ahead, senor. I reckon we'll back you U.I)
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all right.

Maybe those fellows are his friends,
and they may take a notion to put up a fight. If
they do you can bet we'll show them a thing or
two, even if we are in Mexico."
The senor was the first tci dismount, and without waiting a moment he ran toward the group of
men, and singing out J anchez, he pointed an accusing finger at him and exclaimed:
"You villain! You tried to murder me. I shall
h~e you arrested."
-?:!:'here was an angry retort in the Mexican
tongue, and then the two became very much excited. Garcia made a move as if he intended to
pull a gun, and then Pedro J anchez stepped behind a post and shouted to the Mexicans on the
porch. The moment he did this all of them drew
revolvers and ran to him, as if they meant to
protect him.
"Hold on a minute," Young Wild West said, as
he stepped up and took Garcia by the arm. "There
is no need of getting shot, senor. Just take it
easy. I can understand a little of your language,
but from what I was able to pick up from your
conversation, you didn't make inuch headway.
The man you accused denies that he robbed you of
your water and tried to let you die from exposure
and thirst. Since you can't actually prove him
guilty, I reckon you had better let it go for the
present."
Jonly two or three of the Mexicans seemed to
u:rtcterstand what the boy said. They put away
their revolvers immediately, but the others acted
very much as if they were ready to fight. Pedro
J anchez, instead of showing his willingness to let
it go at that, became very aggressive all at once.
"You want to make trouble!" he exclaimed,
stepping out and shaking his revolver threateningly at the young deadshot. As quick as a flash
Wild struck the weapon from his hand, sending it
some distance away.
"Greaser," he said sternly, "I don't want yotl
to poke that piece of hardware in my face. Please
understand that. Now then, you just keep cool,
or something will happen to you."
Janchez gave vent to an oath in his own
tongue, and then quickly seized a double-edged
knife that was thrust in his belt and raised it
threateningly. Wild was not going to take the
rt. of striking him with his fist, for he knew that
e~n if the blow landed he might be cut. He
quickly stepped back, and then as quick as a flash
drew his gun and pulled the trigger.? Crack! As
the sharp report rang out the knife was shattered
by the bullet, both parts falling to the ground.
The bullet passed on through an open window
of the inn, and as J anchez shrank back to find
protection behind the post where he had taken
refuge before, a tall, powerful-looking man, who
was unquestioningly an American, appeared at
the doorway.
"Hey, there!" he called out angrily. "What
are you tryin' to do? Who shot into my place,
anyhow?"
.. "I did, boss," Young Wild West answered, in
his cool and easy way. "I just broke a knife for
1i)lat fellow behind the post. He was going to
{.\e it on me, and I didn't like the idea. Sorry
the bullet went inside. I'll pay the damage."
"Who in thunder are you?" the man asked, as
he came forward, his face showing that he was
surprised as well as angered.
;] '
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"My name is Young Wild West. Who are
you?"
"What! Say, you fellers, jest go a little easy.
I reckon you don't stand no chance with that kid.
It's Young Wild West, the Champion Deadshot."
This was said excitedly, and the way he jesticulated to the Mexicans showed plainly that the
man was very much in earnest. Some of them
growled as if they did not feel willing to take.
a back seat, but a few more motions from the
big American caused them to step back and put
away their weapons.
"Senor Salter," Garcia spoke up mildly, for he
had recovered from his excitement by this time,
"I have brought Young Wild West and his friends
with me from the desert, where I was taken by
Pedro Janchez so I might die from thirst. The
scoundrel stands there by that post, afraid to expose himself lest he might be shot. I shall have
him arrested as. soon as possi,b le."
"Hold on a minute, Senor Garcia." Salter, for
he was the proprietor of the inn, answered, a
forced smile showing on his face. "Maybe you're
a little bit hasty in what you say. Pedro has told
me all about what happened out there on the
desert. It wasn't his fault that the water got
lost. His constitution was a little stronger than
yours, so he could stick it out the longest. He's
an honest man, an' I know it. I've lived around
here long enough to know who is honest an' whG
ain't. I don't like to hear you say that Pedr•
Janchez meant to harm you the least bit. He admits that he got lost, but didn't want to tell you
so. You was lucky in meetin' Young Wild West
an' his people. But say," and Salter turned t•
the young deadshot, at the same time extending
his hand, "shake hands with me, kid. I've heard
enough about you to make me feel as if I knowe4
you well."
"Certainly I'll shake with you, Mr. Salter," the
boy answered, in his cool and easy way. "I am
a little surprised to find one of my own countrymen keeping a place of this sort in a Mexica!l
village."
"Nothing surpnsing in that, I reckon, kid. If
a man's got the money to go in business, he ki•
do it in most any place. The Wayside Inn eaten
mostly· to Americans an' other foreigners what
come along this way either on business or sightseein' trips. Of course, I've got a barroom, an•
sell drinks. Local trade helps along a whole lot,.
an' I feel it my duty to use them what lives
around here as well as they use me. Now then.
what kin I do for you? W ail_t to stop here, I
s'pose."
"No, Senor Salter," Gai-cia spoke up quickly.
"They are going with me."
"Oh, I didn't know you was keepin' a hotel,,.
and the proprietor sneered.
"I am not keeping a hotel, Senor Salter. I wisli
to make it known to you that Young Wild West
saved my life; and hence I am proud to have him
as my guest for a few days."
"Oh, I see."
"I had a terrible experience on the desert, an4
had it not been that Young Wild West and hilJ
friends were there, I am sure I would have
perished. The water was p:one, and I was burninc
up from thirst and fever."
"You didn't git to Tombcstone and sell the
Pepita mine, then?"
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"No I did not sell the mine. I never will sell
it nov/."
.
• '"Goin' to work it, I s'pose?"
"I am quite sure tli'at it will be worked."
It was evident that the senor did not care to
let Salter know that he had given the mine to
Wild. The hotel-keeper now tried to be very
friendly with the party.
"Sorry you can't stop here with me," he said,
as he shook his head. "I'm mighty sure that I
could serve you in proper style. Plenty of chickens, eggs an' milk to eat, an' good clean rooms.
But you know your own business, Young Wild
West. You've got the name of that, as well as
bein' the Champion Deadshot. Shake hands."
"Not necessary to shake hands again, Mr. Salter," the boy answered coolly, for he had taken a
strong dislike to the man. "I reckon we'll have
something to drink, and then we'll ride on. It
will soon be dark now, and there is no need of delaying."
"Better stop here for the night. I have got good
airy rooms for the ladies, and my charges are
mighty reasonable. I wouldn't soak you with the
high prices I'm in the habit of chargin' tourists,
·
you know."
"Much obliged to you, but we won't stop here,
not even if you charge nothing. Some cooling
drinks for the ladies, please."
Then the boy motioned for the girls to sit down
at a table near at hand, which they promptly did,
leaving the two Chinamen in charge of the horses.
Pedro Janchez moved from behind the post and
slunk inside the barroom of the inn, as it was
called. Then the. other Mexicans followed him,
leaving our friends in full possession of the front
porch. The people living about had been attracted by the excitement and the revolver shot, but
they did not venture to come very close, standing
well back, still on the watch, as if they expected
something more in the way of excitement to occur. The refreshments were duly brought forth,
and when Wild had paid the bill he nodded to
Garcia and said:
"Now then, senor, I reckon we'll go on. It's
getting dark very fast."
"We haven't very far to go, Senor Wild," was
the reply. "Come."
'They all mounted their horses and rode away,
and as they did so the hotel proprietor and the
greasers · came out and watched them until they
were out of sight.
Then Salter turned to Janchez and said:
"Now is your time. Git your horses quick, take
a short cut, an' head 'em off, Wear your masks,
an' you kin make a big clean-up without 'em
knowin' who you are. Off with you."
The Mexicans chattered excitedly, and then ran
around toward the rear of the building, and five
minutes later they were galloping away in an effort to intercept our friends.

CHAPTER III.-At the Home of Senor Garcia.

It grew much darker as Young Wild West and
his companions proceeded along the road that

would lead them to the home of Senor Miguel
Garcia. The road really ran along close to the
edge of a woods, which was much thicker than the
usual timber patches that were found in Mexico.

As usual, Wild and Arietta were. riding in the
rear. The senor kept pretty close with the young
deadshot on the left, and whenever they came to
a particularly dark place he would point out the
way. About two-thirds of the distance was covered when suddenly the clatter of hoofs sounded
ahead of them. Wild and his partners were always on the lookout for danger. Experience had
taught them to be that way, and they were not
~
lacking now.
"Somebody coming, Senor Garcia," the you11g
deadshot said, in his cool and easy way. "I reckon
we had better keep our eyes open a little. Do you
have bandits around here?"
"Yes, occasionally travelers are halted on the
road," was the reply. "But I hardly think there
is any danger of such a thing happening now."
"That's all right. You can never tell a.bout
such things. Et, just move back a little, and let
Charlie and Jim come up with me."
It was not necessary for him to turn to address
either of those he referred to, and almost b~ore
the words were out of his mouth Arietta had
dropped behind beside Anna, while Charlie and
Jim were riding along with him, the senor falling
back a little, too. The horses were going at a
walk at the time, so they could easily make out
by the sounds ahead of them that there was more
than one horse approaching. Right at a ben4,;_..i,n
the road Wild made a motion to the right, and
they turned and rode that way, just as several
horses and riders loomed up.
"Hold up your hands!" a voice exclaimed, suddenly, through the darkness, and then the newcomers reined in their steeds within a few feet of
the party, almost mixing in with them. The command had scarcely been uttered when Wild fired a
shot. He did not do it with the intention of killing the fellow who spoke, but he wanted to wound
him, and he was successful, for the bullet hit him
on the right arm and caused a yell of pain to
.
escape his lips.
"I reckon you fellows better hold up your
hands," the young deadshot cried. "We have got
you covered. You thought you had caught us
napping, but you didn't do it. Now then, up
with your hands, every one of you."
It was difficult to see whether they all obey«!
or not, but certainly one did not, for a shot rang
out and the bullet actually knocked the young
deadshot's hat from his head. Cheyenne Charlie
no sooner saw this than he opened fire upon the
villain who had tried to kill Wild. Crack, crack,
crack! Three times he fired, and when he heard
a horse go galloping over the back track he knew
it was riderless.
"Whoopee, whoopee! Wow, wow, wow!" he
shouted, at the top of his voice. "Bandits, eh?
Well, I reckon we'll clean 'em out in a jiffy. Give
,
it to 'em, boys."
Then it was that the band &f greasers, which
was composed of no others than Pedro Janchez
and the men who had been with him at the Wayside Inn, showed how cowardly they were. They
wheeled their horses around and went gallopillf,
away in the darkness, their heads lowered fo escape the bullets they expected to be sent after
them. Charlie might have fired again if it had
not been for Wild.
"Let them go, Charlie," he said, in his cool and
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easy way. "I believe you got one of them. We
will see if we can recognize him."
"Senor Wild," Garcia said, in a voice that trembled lightly, "you're the bravest boy I ever met.
Your partners are brave, too. Those men wer e
masked, so _they mus~ belong to an 01 ganizcd
band of highwaymen, which is supposed to have
a secret hiding-place som ewhere along the trail
yond the village we left a sho,rt t ime ag o. They
a"e all desperate characters, too. There were six
of them I know that much, and I f eared they
would compel us to give up all our money and
valuables."
''You never need f ear anyt hing like that when
you're wit h us, Senor Gar cia," t he young deadshot
answered, laughingly. "We are not in the habit
·
of being 1·obbed by bandits or outlaws."
"Not much we ain't," Cheyenne Charlie added.
"I'm mighty sorry they didn 't put up more of a
fight, though. I feel jest like wipin' out a g ang
of greasers. Hop, s'pcse you light a lantern. I
was thinkin' about suggestin' it som e tirne ago,
so we could see our way. But now I reckon we've
got to have a light."
"Allee light; Misler Charlie," piped the heathen,
who was called Young Wild West's Clever Chinee,
as he quickly dismounted from the piebald cayuse
he was riding.
It did n ot take Hop long to light a lantern, and
aarlie, who was now st anding on the ground
waiting for him, quickly took it from him a s h,i
came up. They all dismounted with th e exception
of Wing, the cook, and as Charlie knelt over the
body of a man which lay almost in the center of
the road, they gathered around and leaned over to
have a look at the face.
"It's one of the gang what was at the hotel,"
Charlie declared, triumphantly. "I sorter thought
it might be them. There was jest six of 'em there,
you remember, an' there was six here. This is
one of 'em what didn't want to give in when the
boss of the hotel told 'em to quit. I reckon he
won't do no more harm now. Blamed if I didn't
plug him with two bullets, anyhow. The other
cne must have went mighty close to him, too, or
else he was fallin' when I fired. I couldn't see
very well in the dark.
"I know the fellow," Senor Garcia said, as he
elt down and took a look at the face. "He was
known to be a suspicious character, and made it
his business to hang about .the Wayside Inn a
great deal. But I don't quite understand this.
There is a mask lying beside him."
"That's right," Charlie answered, picking up
the mask. "I cut the string with one of the bullets, too. See!"
This certainly was the case, for the mask,
which was a regular formed one and not merely a
piece of black cloth, had an elastic string to it,
and had been knocked from the villain's face by
a bullet.
"I'll take charge of that, Charlie," Wild said,
as he took the mask from him. "I want to show
it to Mr. Salter, the hotelkeeper, the next time I
;1-0 there. Probaibly he will be interested."
~ "He'll be interested, all right, but not in a
curious way, though, an' you kin bet on that,
Wild."
"What are we going to do with the body of this
man?" Jim asked, after a pause in the conversation.
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"Let it lie right where it is," Wild answered.
"Those fellows can come back and take charge of
it. Certainly we don't want to go to the trouble
of burying a dead roa d agent. He has been recognized, and that is sufficient. Come on. We'll
mount and pr oceed ."
·'They ma y cvme back again, Senor Wild,"
Garcia said, as if he feared that such might happen.
'·No, they won't," wa s the reply. "They have
g ot er,ough of it for t he p resent. They won't
t ackle us agam t o-m ght. You can bet all you're
worth on that. "
· The senor br eathed a sig h of relief and quickly
turned to his horse. As s_on a s the girls had
moun ted, Young Wild West swung himself upon
the ,back of his sorrel stallion Spitfir e, and then
called out:
"Come on, Et. I reckon we'll ride on ahead
a ga in. Ju st keep your g1:n handy, and be on the
wa~ch. It is pcssi ble thJ.t even if that gang
~oes~'t inter fe_re _with us again, others may. I
1magme t hat 1t 1s a p1·etty lively place around
here in Mexico. Glad I am that we accompanied
Senor Ga rcia here. "
" You aie a lways delighted when you can get in
danger, Wild," the girl answered, laughing
lightly
Then t he two started forward, their horses at
a sharp trot.
" Go r ight on with the · g als, senor," Cheyenne
Charlie said. "Me an' J im will m ove back behind
t he t wo hea thens."
Gar cia nodded, and did as directed. Then Hop,
with the lantern swinging in his hand, followed
him, his brother at his side, while Charlie and
Jim dropped back behind the pack-horses. In this
way they i-ode on until they got past the woods
and came to an almost open spot. There was no
moon, but the stars were shining brightly overhead, and they could see quite a little distance.
It was less than a mile to their destination now
so all kept looking for some signs of civilization'
for since leaving the village they had failed to s~
anything like a habitation, nor did they meet any
one but the six bandits. · Presently as they reached the top of a hill a number of lights could be
seen in a valley a short distance ahead.
"There is my home," Garcia called out to those
ahea1, "There. are nine small houses besides my
own m the valley. The two mines lie quite close
to them. Young Wild West, the Pepita mine,
which I have turned over to you as your property,
is right at the fcot of the bluff you can see by
looking to the kft."
"Thank you, senor, I can see it very well. I
can even make out the outlines of a building
there."
"Yes, there is what you Americans call a
~hanty ther e, which is amply large enough for living purposes as well .as to store the implements
that have to be used and other goods. In the
morning you will go there and have a good look at
the mine. But don't expect to find it very much
developed, for it is not."
"That's all right, senor. Makes no difference
if a pick has never been put in the -ground. So
long as it is a gold mine, I am satisfied. I have
accepted your gift, and I assure you that if there
wasn't a hundred dollars worth of gold dust to
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be found on the property, I would make no complaint."
"A hundred . dollars' worth,". and the senor
showed surprise. "Why, there are thousands of
dollars worth of gold dust that can be taken out
easily, Senor Wild."
"Good! We will take out what we want of it,
that's sure."
Down the hill into the little valley they made
their way, and before they got to the cluster of
shanties, as they might be termed, two men appeared carrying lighted lanterns.
"A couple of my men," the senior explained,
and then he raised his voice and called out to
them. They answered him almost joyously, and
instantly came running to meet the party. Garcia
dispatched one of them to his house, which stood
a little back of the road and was quite a handsome building. Then our friends rode up rather
slowly and halted directly in front of the house.
They had barely done so when lights showed in
the windows of the lower story, and then a female voice was heard.
"My wife!" Garcia said, somewhat proudly, as
he dismounted and turned to those with him.
The Senora Gareia was a neat and comely woman, who could speak English fluently, as well as
her husband, and as soon as he had explained to
her how he came to bring the strangers to the
house she ran to the girls and embraced them.
Then she shook hands with the rest, not omitting the two Chinamen, who seemed to be delighted over it. The two men who had met them stood
waiting, and as soon as the girls were ushered
into the house Garcia turned and gave them instructions to show Wild and his partners where
they might put their horses and their other belongings.
'·This isn't so bad," Jim Dart observed, as they
led their steeds around the house. "Flower gardens, fruit, and a little, of everything that goes to
make things pleasant."
"What some might call a mighty beautiful
place, I s'pose," Charlie retorted, as he looked
around. "But, blame,ne, if I take much stock in
things that makes you feel as if you wanted to lay
around an' do nothin'. That's jest the kind of a
lookin' place this is. Look at that hammock over
there. What's that for but for somebody what's
too lay to do anything but eat an' sleep? Give me
a horse every time, an' a couple of guns strapped
around me, with a rifle over my shoulder an' my
old bowie stuck in my belt. Then I'm jest right."
Ample accommodations wei:e found for the
horses, and in a little while they had been well
taken care of.
Then Senor Garcia appeared and escorted his
guests into the house.
The furnishings were certainly elaborate, but
since the senor had informed them that he was a
rich man, there was nothing surprising in this.
Just why he could content himself to live so far
away from people of his own standing in society
seemed rather strange.
But his interests were there, and so long as his
wife was contented it was no one's business.
It was not until Wild and his partners were
again brought before the senora that she learned
of the attempted hold-up on the ride from the village.
Garcia told her about it himself, and instantly
sh,> became much excited.

"The scoundrels!" she cried, her eyes flashing.
"Where are the rurales? They are never at hand
when wanted."
"l reckon that's about always the case with
thPm hired galoots what's s'posed to look after the
interests of innocent people," Cheyenne Charlie
answered. "But, senora, don't think for a minute
that we need any greaser policeman to help us out.
We. kin generally take care of all the bandits .in._
creation. I popped one of 'em over jest as nice .{.s
kin be, an' your husband says he belongs in Chicos,
the village what ain't far from here."
But the senora hardly heard all the scout said.
She was too busy asking her husband questions.
As he had not told her why he had returned so
quickly from his journey, he having merely said
that Young Wild West and his friends had been
the means of saving his life.
When he started in to tell her of the treachery
of Pedro Janchez the woman's face paled.
But she let him proceed without interruption
until he 'had finished.
"And you have presented the brave American
boy with the Pepita Mine, you say?" she said.
"Yes, my dear," the senor replied.
"It is well, for only trouble has come from you
trying to operate two mines. I sincerely hope it
will make him a fortune, not only for himself but
his companions as well."
Much l!lore conversation was carried on, t}..;
senora domg the greater part of it, and all in this
vein.
But suddenly it occurred .to her that they had
not yet eaten supper. .
"Pardon me," she said, turning to the girls. "I
have been so excited to learn of the startling
things that have occurred that I really forgot that
you might be hungry."
"It's all right, senora," Cheyenne Charlie answered, before any one else could make a reply.
"Jest take your time about it, but when you put
out somethin' good to eat, you Jcin bet your life
we'll show you how we kin clean it up in a jiffy.
For my part, I'm about as hungry as man kin be."
"Charlie!" his wife exclaimed, chidingly. "How
can you talk that way?"
"That's all right, gal; I generally talk jest the
way I feel, an' I'm mighty sure I haven't said
nothin' that could hurt the feelin's of the missus-.
:r
.
senora, I mean."
"A typical American," laughed Senora Garcia.
"I admire his blunt way."
But she quickly excused herself politely, after
showing the girls where they might go to make a
change in their garments if they desire to do so,
and retired to the kitchen of the house.
There were plenty of servants there, and it was
not long before our friends heard the rattling of
dishes.
"China," Charlie said, with a shrug of the
shoulders. "I reckon a tin plate is &"ood enough for
me to eat off of. But I ain't gom' to make no
kic).c about it. But I hope I don't knock one of
them blamed plates on the floor an' smash it."
There was a laugh at this, for it seemed that
Charlie was always- saying something that was
funny.
Senor Garcia escort~d Wild, Charlie and Jim to
the upper part of the house, and as he was about
to assign each of them a small sleeping room,
Charlie again had somethin,g to say:
"Hold on a minute, senor," he said .._"! .reckon
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you must have a good-sized room with a couple of
beds in it. That's what we want. We want all
three of us to sleep in the same room. The gals
want it the same way, too. Most likely you have
got two rooms that's big enough, an' if you ain't
it won't take you long to fix up things. Give the
gals the best room; anything is good enough for
us."
The senor declared he could accommodate them
avs way they wanted · it, and he showed that he
c!luld, too, for the room he assigned them to just
suited them all.
.
Something like an hour after their arrival at
the house all hands assembled in the dining-room
and sat down to a re.past that was cooked in the
true Mexican style, and in accordance with the
rules of the upper class.

CHAPTER IV.-Hop and the J ealous Mexican.
Hop Wah and Wing Wah never ate at the same
table with Young Wild West a nd his friends when
they were stopping at a hotel. Naturally they
did not expect to do ft at the lJ-ome of the rich
Mexican. After placing the camping outfit and
supplies under lock and key, they made their way
tq.., the rear of the house, and sat down upon a
lmi!.ch not far from the kitchen door.
Both were very hungry, and · the door of the
cooking made them all the more so.
Finally a Mexican girl came out, and after
looking at them in an undecided way for a few
seconds, she nodded to them and said something
in Spanish, at the same time motioning that they
were to come inside.
"Suppee allee samee !eddy?" Hop a sked, as he
gave her a playful chuck under the chin.
The girl started back and looked around as if
she feared some one might have seen what he did
to her. Then she smiled coquettishly and said:
"Da senors eat in da kitchen, if dat satisfy."
"Lat allee light," Wing answered, quickly, as
he turned his gaze toward the doorway and
looked into the lighted room.
"You velly niece Mexican girl, so be," Hop de:.
dared, and then he tried to be still mor e familiar
't'.
h her, for he placed his arm about her neck
a's if he meant t o kiss her. She showed that i;;he
rather liked it, but at the same time desired to
keep away from him.
Hop soon found why she acted this wa y, for
presently a form darkened the doorway. It was
one of the help about the place, and it happened
that as he w as just sitting down at the t able to
eat his supper, for he had come in late, he ha d
caught a glimpse of .what the Chin aman was
doing. He became very ugly at once, and seizing
the girl roughly, pulled her back, and began t alking excitedly to her in his own tongue.
But Hop did not mind this in the least. He
walked on into the kitchen, followed by his brother. There was an elderly .woman there who was
also a Mexican. She could speak fairly good
'1!1glish, and she promptly told the two heathens
where they should sit. After talking a while and
amiling a. little, the Mexican girl succeeded in
~ling down the man, who was evidently her
Jover. But he had taken a strong dislike to Hop
Wah, and as he took his place at the table again
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he looked at him in a way which told plainly that
he felt like treating him roughly. Hop and Wing
helped themselves to the good things that were
being placed before them by the woman and the
girl, and promptly started in to eat.
But the Mexican servant appeared to have lost
his appetite. He kept on talking with the girl,
who was waiting on him and doing her best to
please him, leaving the food before him untouched.
"Whattee mattee?" Hop asked, after about five
minutes had been spent in this way.
He looked straight at the fellow as he spoke.
"Caramba !" the Mexican exclaimed, his brow
darkening , and then he rattled off something in
his own tongue that Hop could hardly understand,
though he knew he was being called all sort of
names. The girl expostulated with her angry
lover, and presently got him to begin eating.
Meanwhile,· Hop kept right on putting away the
food as fast as he could. There was plenty of
black coffee there, and he drank his share of it.
Wing knew what the trouble was, and as he finished and was about to leave the table, he leaned
over close .to Hop and whispered:
"You makee velly muchee mistakee.
Um
gleaser maybe wantee killee you. You lettee um
girl alone, so be."
"Shuttee uppee, my fool blather," Hop answered. "Me allee light. Me kissee lat gleaser
girl pletty soonee."
"Len you gittee shot, or maybe a knifee stickee
in you."
So saying, Wing left the table and walked out
of the kitchen, acting as if he felt that he had
done his part, and if anything should happen to
his brother he would not be responsible for it.
Always in the humor to play a practical joke
whenever the chance afforded, Hop decided to
have some fun with the jealous Mexican. But he
did not mean to go too far, for he knew the fiery
nature of the race quite well. When he saw the
Mexican light a cigarette and take his position
near the door, so he might watch the girl as she
helped clear the table, Hop drew a big black cigar
from his pocket and, rising to his feet, said:
"You gottee matchee, so be?"
The man frowned darkly, but handed him a
match.
"Muchee 'bligee," the Chinaman said, when he
had lighted his cigar. "Whattee you namee?"
Some sor t of reply in the Mexican tongue was
made, but Hop could not make a name out of it,
so he turned tp the girl.
"Lat allee samee you husband?" he inquired.
smilingly.
"No," and she shook her head.
"Wha ttee him namee?"
"Tony," she r eplied.
"He velly nicee gleaser, so be. Whattee you
namee ?"
"Bianca," she answered, somewhat timidly, as
she looked at her lover.
"You velly nicee girl. Me likee you velly
muchee. Me no likee Misler Tony."
That was more than the angry Mexican could
stand. He uttered a growl that sounded as if it
came from an angry bulldog, and pulling a knife
from his belt, raised it threateningly at the Chinaman. But Hop was at the other side of the table,
and he was not much afraid of the knife. How-
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ever, he knew that he was treading upon dangerous ground, and he thought it time for him to do
something. There was a window back of him
which he might easily leap through in case itwas necessary. But to go out by the way he had
entered would be taking a big r isk, for Tony was
blocking the way. However, there was another
door to the room, which opened into the diningroom. The clever Chinee knew that Wild and the
rest were in there, for he had heard them talking
as if they were enjoying themselves. However,
they must be nearly through the meal by this time,
so he made up his mind that when he made an
exit it would be by way of the dining-room. The
door was right at the end of the table, and almost
direct\y opposite to where the Mexican was standing with the knife in his hand. But the woman
and the girl started tGward Tony, and tried to
persuade him to put away the knife_: Hop alone
remained perfectly cool.
He knew he could easily get the best of the
fellow by setting off a fi r ecracker, but he felt that
he dared not do that, since he was in a private
house, and he did not want to make trouble for
Wild and the rest.
The Chinaman thought quickly, and then he
decided to try and make friends with Tony.
"Me vellv solly," he said, bowing low. "Me no
wantee makee you mad, Misler Tony. Me velly
goodee Chinee. Maybe you likee havee lillee
dlink."
Out came a pint flask, which was filled with
whisky. In addition to the article Hop carried
with him to help him per form his feasts of magic
he generally had something in the way ?f w~i~ky,
which he called tanglefoot. One of his failmgs
was that he had a g r eat fondness for liquor, and
when he produced the pint flash and held it up
he noticPd r ight away that the expression of the
Mexican's face softened a little.
Bianca breathed a sigh of relief, for she, too,
noticed that her lover was relenting. She whispered to him, and he put away his knife. Then
Hop picked up a glass that had contained water,
and removing the cork, poured some whisky from
the flash into it.
"Havee lillee dlink, Misler Tony," he said, persuasively, as he reached over and placed the glass
on the other side of the table.
It was plain that Tony wanted it badly, but yet
he was nQt willing to give in.
But when he saw Hop pour more whisky from
the bottle in another glass, he slowly stepped forward, and, nodding his head, said:
"Me drink."
"Velly goodee luckee, Misler Tony!" Hop exclaimed, smilingly, as he raised his glass.
The two then drank, and Tony became mollified.
Having succeeded in calming the storm that had
risen so suddenly, the clever Chinee thought he
should do something more. Taking a cigar from
his pocket, he tender,e d it to the Mexican and
said:
"Maybe you wantee smokee, so be."
Tony bowed and accepted the cigar, but instead
of lighting it, placed it in his pocket. This did
not suit the Chinaman very well, for it happened
that the cigar contained a quantity of gunpowder
and colored fire, and when the Mexican smoked it
t~re was bound to be an illumination. But he

did not try to coax him to light the cigar, for it
struck him that the fun was bound to come a
little later, and he might be · able to be close
enough to see it. There was no need of making
his exit by way of the dining-room now, and he
was not in any particular hurry, anyhow, so he
sat down and puffed away at his cigar, hoping
that the Mexican would light the one he had given
him.
But this Tony failed to do. He sat in a corn~
and kept his eyes fixed upon the girl as sh-, _
bustled around doing the work in the kitchen. The
woman soon opened the dining-room door and
began carrying in the empty dishes, and Hop
knew that Wild and the rest had finished their
supper.
He stepped over while the door was open and
looked in. There was no one there.
"Goodee night," he said, suddenly, bowing to
Tony and the girl, and then he walked through
into the dining-room. They all looked surprised
at this, for probably they could not understand
why he should do that, since he was but a servant
and a stranger in the house. But Hop walked
on through and out into the broad hallway. He
could hear voices ,on the front porch, and he knew
that it was there that the young deadshot and his
companions were gathered. On through the hall
he went, and when he came to a net door which
was there for the purpose of keeping away m~
quitoes and other msects, he lifted the latch and
stepped out upon the porch. It happened that
Senor Garcia and his wife were there entertaining
their guests, and when the Chinaman came out, all eyes turned upon him. A light was burning
on the porch, so it was easy to distinguish him.
"What are you doing her-e, Hop?" Wild demanded, sharply, as he arose to his feet and
started toward him.
"Me makee lillee mistakee, Misler Wild. Me
comee outtee um wlong way, so be," the Chinaman
answered.
"You made a mistakee, eh? Well, I don't believe that. Now just go on off the porch, and get
around to the rear. I take it that the senor has ·
arranged some place for you and Wing to sleep."
"Me no wantee go sleepee yet, Misler Wild,"
Hop answered, as he started to obey the boy's
command. "Me thlinkee maybe you wantee magii:_}
tlick flom poor Chinee."
"li\"What does he say?'f Senor Garcia asked, stepping over and looking at the Chinaman curiously.
"Don't pay any attention to him, senor," Wild
retorted. "The fact is he is somewhat spoiled.
We have had him with us quite a long time now,
and if it were not that he was so clever and able
to amuse us, he would have been discharged long
ago."
•
'
"I believe he said something about a magic
trick. What does he mean by that?"
"He is a magician, senor."
"Magician!" and Garcia opened wide his eyes.
"Yes, and a pretty good one, too, if I do say
it myself. But at the same time, he is a little
too fresh."
"You mean by that, I suppose, that he is somewhat forward in his ways."
.
.
_. '
"Very much so, senor."
b
"An' he's jest as sassy as he kin be, too," Cheyenne Charlie spoke up. "Wait -till I git there an'
I'll kick him off the · stoop.''
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"Please don't," Senora Garcia spoke up, for
she must have thought that Charlie really meant
:to do bodily harm to the Chinaman. "If is a
.
agician, why can't he entertain us?"
That was just what Hop wanted, and bowmg
graciously to the lady, he said:
"Me velly smartee Chinee. Me makee velly
.
.
icee magic tlick, so be."
Seeing that both the senor and his wife were
a. ':)!er to have the Chinaman perform, Wild felt
!:!irced to let him go ahead.
"See here, Hop," he said, as he leaned over and
whispered in the heather's ear, "I don't ~want you
to do anything that is out of the way. You may
go ahead and perform a mystifying trick, but
don't try and make any fun_ out of it. R_ememlx;r
that. We are being entertamed by an aristocratic
family, and we- must conduct ourselves accordingly."
Whether Hop understood all he said or not, he
acted as if he did, and he assured the boy that
he would behave himself like a gentleman.
Knowing that all the female sex are fond of
flowers, whether they are of the finest culture or
merely wild ones, the Chinaman decided to make
a flower as the basis of his magic trick. He knew
how to perform the old Hindu feat of planting a
seed in a flower pot and causing it to appear to
w into a bush and bear a flower inside of five
minutes. But this particular feat required assistance, so he had studied out an easier way of
doing it. The big yellow silk handkerchief he
always had with him came in handy for such
things.
But it was necessary for him to have the bush
and flower in order to go ahead and produce the
illusion.
"Misler Wild," he said, "me go gittee somethling. Len me makee velly nicee lillee tlick."
"Ha ha ha!" the senor laughed. "He has got
to go ~n' prepare himself. Is tha~it?"
"I suppose so, se~or," Wild answere~. "But i~'s
all right. I promise you that he will entertam
you in a way that will satisfy you."
"Very well. Please let him hurry up, then."
Hop bowed politely ,and slipped · away.
He went around to the rear of the house and
v:i not long in plucking a flower as well as part
o.t 'the bush that he needed for that particular
trick.
But he went further than that.
He proceeded on back until he came to a pen
where chickens were kept.
Letting- himself in this, he soon became the
possessor of a couple of eggs ,and also a chicken ·
that was not more than two or three days old.
The chicken was carefully stowed in one of his
pockets, so it would not smother and at the same
keep quiet, and then with the eggs in another
pocket the flower and part of the bush it clung to
disappeared under his blouse.
When he walked around to the front po1·ch of
the house a few minutes. later he was apparently
at his ease.
Jlut that they all might see everything he did
c1early, two extra lights had been brought out,
and also a little stand, for Senor Garcia seemed
to know that all magicians used a stand or table
before them when performinR' their magic feats.
Hop smiled approvingly when he saw the stand,
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and promptly taking his position behind it, his
back close to the front of the house, he said:
"Now len, evelybody watchee. But me wantee
um flower pot, so be."
The1·e were hundreds of them about the place,
as he knew, for he had noticed them when they
first came there.
"He wants a :flower pot." the senor said to his
wife. "Call Blanca, so she may get it for him."
The senor nodded, and Blanca, the sweetheart
of the jealous Mexican, was quickly called.
Hop explained to her that he wanted a flower
pot that was filled with earth, and nothing more.
Somewhat mystified ~t such an order, the girl
took her departure.
But she quickly returned with what was heeded.
Hop placed the flower pot containing the earth
on the stand before him, and then proceded to relate a wonderful story about his uncle in China.
This was somewhat amusing- to the senor and
his wife, but stale to our friends.
"Go on with the trick," Cheyenne Charlie spoke
up, testily, "an stop your foolin'."
"Alee light," and Hop showed that he was ready
to proceed.
CHAPTER V.-Hop Makes an Important
Discovery.
Bianca, the girl servant in the house, had an
inkling of what was going on, for she listened
after delivering the flower pot.
She decided to tell Tony, her lover, about it, so
lost no time in returning to the kitchen. When
he was informed that the Chinaman he had been
anxious to kill a short time before was a magician,
he made up his mind to slip around and see what
took place. He got around to the front of the
house and took his position behind some bushesjust as Hop was about to begin his wonderful
magic trick.
"Evelybody watchee," the Chinaman called out,
as he shook out the silk handkerchief he had
drawn from his pocket. "Me makee flower for
um lovely lady."
He bowed low to the senora as he said this, and
she laughingly told him to proceed. Permitting
the handkerchief to lay upon the table in a heap,
Hop felt among his pockets, and soon brought
forth a little pasteboard box such as druggists
use for pills.
He rattled this and showed them a'il that it
contained something. The lid was removed, and
he took from it a bean, which he held up between
his thumb and forefinger for inspection. It was
nothing more than a common white bean, but he
smilingly assured them that it was one of the
most wonderful beans that ever existed.
"Me plantee !is now, and in fivee minutes velly
nicee plant glow with um flower," he explained.
"Me velly smartee Chinee. Evelyhody watchee."
"If he kin do that he's a wonderful fellow, Senor
Wild," Garcia said to our hero.
"He will do just as he says, senor," the boy
answered. "But of course you know it is simply
a sleight-of-hand trick. That bean will .never
grow into anything."
"Even if it doesn't, if he can produce a plant
with a flower on it in five minutes from that pot,
it surely will be wonderful. I have read of such
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things being done by Hindu magicians, but I must
confess that I never saw it done."
Garcia and his wife got up close to the stand,
so they might see everything the clever Chinee
did. But Hop cared nothing for this. He went
right ahead, t alking rapidly in his pidgin-English.
A little hole was dug in the earth the pot contained, and then he planted the bean, covering ·
it over carefully and patting it down.
"Now len," he said, "in five minutes me makee
velly nicee flower glow. Evelybody watchee."
"Stop sayin' that, heathen," Cheyenne Charlie
spoke up. "You don't have to tell everybody to
watch, 'cause you know blamed well that's what
they're doin' all the time."
"Nevee mindee, Misler Charlie. Keepee still."
This caused a laugh, and Charlie was forced
to keep quiet. Hop began manipulating the handkerchief now, and in doing so he succeeded in
getting the flower and the branch .it was attached
to from under his blouse. That was all that was
necessary, and close as he was to his spectators,
there was really no difficulty about it. Patting
the earth in the pot with his left hand, and lookinfi sharply at it as he did so, he said:
'Um bean startee glow velly muchee quickee.
Me feelee move. Now len me cover uppee."
Over the pot went the handkerchief, the Chinaman working with his right hand and thrusting
the stem of the branch into the earth. This done,
he proceeded to arrange the handkerchief so it
would stand upright. But he was careful to bend
the branch downward so that the least touch upon
it would cause it to straighten up and move the
handkerchief. I{olding a corner of the handkerchief down, he threw up his right hand and said:
· "Evelybody watchee."
Charlie was about to say something, but his
wife i;topped him. Then the Chinaman lifted the
end of th~ handkerchief slightly, and the branch
straightened and raised it fully three inches.
"Um bean allee samee glow," the Chinaman
declared, clapping his hands gleefully . "Me velly
smartee Chinee."
Mystified and eager to see the result, Garcia
and his wife kept their eyes fixed upon the handker~hcief. Hop looked upward in a solemn fashion, and began muttering something in his own
language. Suddenly he raised his hands and then
brought them down and together with a resound·
ing smack.
"Lovely lady," he said, bowing low, as he turned
to the senora, "you take uppee um handkerchief."
Rather timidly the senora obeyed, and as the
handkerchief was lifted there stood what seemed
to be a plant about eight inches high, with a beautiful flower growing from the top.
"A pretty fair sort of trick, er, senor?" Wild
saict, laughingly, ,as he turned to Garcia.
"Wonderful!" came the reply. "As you said,
I hardly believe that the bean grew as quickly as
all that. But I was watching him carefully, and
I will vouch for it that he did not put that bush
there."
"Oh, yes, he did, senor. He put it there, but
none of us could see him do it."
"But he showed us that there was nothing in
the handkerchief when he i)laced it over the pot."
"Yes, that's all right, too. Hop is pretty clever, .
you know."
Smilingly the Chinaman broke the flower from

the bush, and handed it to the senora, who accepted i~ with tha11ks. Probably the most amazed one
lookmg on was Tony, the Mexican, who was resting upon his knees and peering from the bushes.
He had seen it all, and it must have struck him
that the Chinaman was something above the general run of human beings. But Hop was not
done yet.
"Now len," he said, a s he shook the handkeJ:chief over his head, "me ma~ee um plant go ba-.S
•
to um bean, so be."
The handkerchief was thrown over the pot, and
after mumbling over a few words and making
some mysterious motions, he raised it and the
plant was gone. But it was now secreted under
his loose-fitting blouse, and the bean was in his
hand, since he had easily dug it from the earth
unobserv~d. He did not delay any, but suddenly
placed hrs hand to his mouth, and after giving
a gulp, brought forth an egg.
"Me eatee lat egg allee samee yesterday," he
explained, holding it up. "No likee, so me puttee
in um pot. Maybe me makee hatchee, so be."
He placed the egg in the pot, right upon the
earth wher-e the plant had been a short tinie before. Then once more the handkerchief was
brought into play, and after advising them to
watch him as u sual, he went through his mumbling and mysterious motions. He gave a stml\i
and clapped his hands, and then lowered his head
and listened.
"Um egg allee samee hatchee," he declared.
"Evelybody listen."
Then he gave the handkerchief a squeeze, and
sure enough the peeping of a chick was heard.
"Wonderful, indeed!" her husband added. "But
let us see if there really is a chick there."
"Takee uppee um handkelchief, Misler Senor,"
Hop said, smilingly.
Garcia did as directed, and there stood the
chicken. Completely amazed, the senor and his
wife__could not say a word for the space of several
seconds. They both expressed themselves, declaring that it was the greatest feat of magic they
had ever witnessed. Tony, the Mexican, hiding in
the bushes, was awe-struck. so to speak, and he
felt that he was very lucky for not having attempted to use the knife on the Chinaman, w})¢
could do such wonderful things. He waited until
he saw that the performance was concluded, and
when he saw the senor and his wife shaking
hands with the Chinaman, Tony slipped away and
went around to the rear of the house in search of
his sweethea~·t, so he could talk to her about the
wonderful things he had witnessed.
Bianca appeared in the kitchen right after he
Chinaman. Tony was still jealous of Hop, but
girl had assured him several times that she cared
nothing for the magician, as wonderful as he was,
he seemed satisfied.
Bianca got some wine for him, for the two must
have thought they were going to have the kitchen
all to themselves. But just as Tony was pouring
out a g-lass who should enter but Hop.
"Velly nicee evening, so be," the Chinaman said,.t
smiling blandly.
He had come there for no other purpose than to
have a talk with the girl, thinking that her lover
might be away.
However, he was not at all abashed, or if he
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,vas he dfd not show it, and he quickly took a seat
and then nodding to the Mexican. continued :
"Mee likee ha\•ce lillee dlink of wine, so be. Me
velly smartee Chinee."
Even though he had a fear of the heathen, Tony •
was too hot-heade d to stand this.
Pointing to the door, he gave a command for
Hop to go out, speaking in his own language.
"He wantee me go outtee ?" Hop said, looking
a; .:estioning ly at the girl.
,.r "Yes, Senor Magician ," she answered . "Please
go."
"Me havee lillee dlink of wine: len me go, so
be."
Blanca informed her lover of what the Chinaman said, and sullenly he agreed.
It was a big glass of wine that was given to
Hop, too, anti after bowing his thanks, he raised it
to his lips and did not cease until he had swallowed the last drop.
But the moment he placed the glass on the table
both hands went to his stomach, and an agonized
expressio n came over his face.
"Hip hi!" he exclaimed . "Whateee mattee? Me
.
velly muchee sickee, so be."
Tony scowled, and Blanca looked frightene d.
Presently Hop gave an awgul gulp, and making
a grab for his mouth, he seemed to draw from it a
live, wrig,gling rattlesnak e.
"Um wine allee samee turnee to snakee, so be,"
l1e exclaimed , as he held the thing up and kept it
wrigging and twisting about his arm.
Tony turned deathly pale, and then thinking
only of his own safety, he made a leap for the win<low and disappear ed through it.
"Lat allee light, Missee Mexican girl," the
Chinaman said, as he held the snake still. "Lis no
alive, so be. Me allee samee makee flom um piece
· of lubber, so be. Paintee velly muchee likee live
lattlesnak e."
As he said this he raised the thing to his mouth,
and the girl thought he swallowed it again, but of
course it merely went back into the pocket the
clever Chinee had taken it from.
Satisfied that now was his chance, Hop stepped
over and before the girl realized it, he had placed
his arm about her neck and imprinted a kiss upon
her lips.
"Gooclee- night," he said, and he was outside,
ving her standing there as if she had suddenly
become petrified.
Hop knew that he was not wanted on the porch
of the house any more, so he turned his steps toward the chicken house, so he might return the
young chick to its mother.
When he had done this he paused under a palm
tree and looked around.
It was lucky for him that he had come there for
he caught a glimpse of several skulking forms
back in a little grove not more than two hundred
feet from the spot.
Always eager to be of assistance to Young Wild
West and his friends, Hop drew back close to the
tree and watched.
It struck him right away that tl1e villains who
had atteempte d to hold them up on their way to
e senor's house were skulking about looking for
a chance to get revenge, or possibbly steal what
they could lay their hands upon.
, Hop waited and watched for fully two minutes,
but did not see or hear a thing that would indicate
the presence of any one being about.

.13

Then he slipped from behind the tree, and keeping well in the shade, moved in the direction he
had seen the forms.
There was a small building built ·of adobe brick,
which was going to decay and almost covered by
trailing vines, right there, and as the Chinaman
got to it he heard the unmistaka ble sounds of low
voices.
A group of men were there and they were talking in th~ Mexican language.
Not bemg able to understan d much of that lingo, Hop did not try to catch what the were saying.
But he crept a little closer, and reaching a corner of the old building, he came to a crack,
_
through which a stream of light shone.
Applying his eyes to this, he looked through,
and saw five men sitting inside the old building, a
lighted candle that was thrust in a bottle on the
ground before them.
One of !hem was Pedro J anchez.
The Chmaman recognize d him instantly.
The others he knew must be- four of the men
who had been at the Wayside Inn.
The fi_fth one. he knew was dead.
He sl!ped quietly away from _the building, and
made his way softly along until he reached the
house
Then around to the front he went, showing up
rather suddenly before those who were sitting
there.
There's that blamed heathen ag'in !" he heard
Cheyenne Charlie exclaimed disgusted ly. "Wild
~re Y0 ? !fpin' to allow him to be sneakin' around
.
hke t.\us?
"Misler Wild," Hop said, in a low whisper, "me
wantee tellee you somethlin g."
','Easy, Charlie,'' the young deadshot answered ,
quickly. "H?P has something importan t to say,
an_d I know it, I ca~ tell by the ·way he speaks."
Then. ~he boy_ hurriedly left the porch and joined
the waitmg Chmaman .
It took but a minute for Hop to tell what he
had seen, and, then Young Wild West patted him
on the shoulder and said:
"Y ou:re all right. Hop. I reckon we have got
_somethin g tu attend to. Now just take it easy."
Hop nodded ,and quickly slipped around to the
rear of ~he house again, while Wild stepped upon
the porcn.
".Senor," the young deadshot said, in his cool
and easr ~ay, "I reckon you had better take the
senora mside the house. Our enemies• are close
by."
. "What!" cried Garria, excitedly, as he leaped to
his feet and faced the boy.
"Pedro J anchez and the men he had with him
when we were held up on the road to-night are in an old buildin~ right on your premises. But don't
get excited. Keep cool. I'll take my partners with
me, and will quickly attend to them. Come on
'
boys."
Charlie· and Jim understoo d what was expected
of them, and quickly assuring the girls that they
would no~ run into any needless danger, they followed Wild around to the rear of the house.
CHAPTE R VI.-Wild takes possessio n of his
Mexican Mine
HoJ? Wah was waiting for them, and when Wild
and his partners appeared he motioned them to be
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cautious, and then started back toward the old
building.
The young cleadshot quickly overtook him and
when Hop pointed to the place where he had seen
the five men, he was astonished to think they were
so close to the house.
He paused, and waiting until Charlie and Jim
reached his side, said:
"Now then, bo'.s, Hop says the five .scoundrels
are in that old building. We have got to go a
little easy, for I want to take th~m by surp~is.e."
Charlie and Jim nodded, showing how willing
. .
they were to do as he directed.
Then they all crept softly up to the building,,
and when they reached the crack that Hop had
looked through they found that there was a light
still inside.
Wild took a look and saw the five men there.
They had just risen to their feet, and were
making ready to come out of the place.
The young deadshot could not see anything
like a door until one of the greasers picked up the
candle and started for it.
As they all filed out the man holding the candle
.
.
extinguished it.
Then Wild turned to his partners and motioned
for them to follow him.
· Each with a revolver in hand, they stepped soft' ly around the corner of the building.
They were just in time to confront Pedro Janchez and his four companions.
"Hands up!" the young deadshot exclaim~d, in
a ringing voice. "We have got you dead to rights.
You were not satisfied with,trying to rob us on the
road, but you came here, eh? Now then, do as I
tell you, or you ·will drop dead in a jiffy."
Compl~tely astounded at the unexpected meeting, the villains stood stock still in their tracks
for a few seconds.
Then one of them threw up his hands and called
out:
"Don't shoot senor!"
But the others were not going to submit as easily as that.
It was very dark back there, since there were
so many trees about.
J anchez gave some sort of order in Spanish,
and then made a sudden leap and succeeded in
getting behind some bushes. After him went
three of them, leaving the other standing with uplifted hands. Crack, crack! Cheyenne Charlie
and Jim Dart each fired, and a howl of pain
went up.
"Come on, Charlie!" Young Wild West exclaimed, somewhat disconcerted at the unexpected
turn of affairs. "Jim and Hop can take care of
this fellow. We'll get the others."
Into the bushes they plung€'d. They could hear
a crashing in the undergrowth a short distance
away, and knew the direction the greasers had
taken. Down a narrow path they ran,. and suddenly Wild stumbled against something and almost fell to the ground. He paused long enough
to see that it was a man, and quickly covering
him with his revolver, he exclaimed:
"Don't you try to.shoot!"
But at that moment the Mexican, who had been
wounded by either Charlie or Jim, gave a gasp
and rolled over dead. This occurrence hindered
the two a whole lot, and by the time they had
made sure that the Mexican was dead the other
three had succeeded in placing quite a distance

between them. But they ran on after them urttil
they came to a dense thicket, and then not knowing anything about the lay of the land, they were
forced to give up the pursuit.
"Too bad, Charlie," the young deadshot said,
as they started back. "We have got two more of
them, of course, but that villain Janchez is still
free. He is the one I want caught, for I am
satisfied that he will keep on making troubl<>
is
for us as long as we are here."
"We'll git him jest the same, Wild," the scoui.:
answered, confidently. "We never started after a
measly coyote yet what we didn't git in the end."
"That's true enough," ·wnd answered; "but
sometimes lots of things happen before the end,
as you call it, arrives."
"Let's get back now," said the scout, "an' then
you kin find out somethin' from the feller we left
with Jim."
Before they were half-way back to the spot
where Jim and Hop had remained with the prisoner they saw some one approaching with a lighted lantern. It was Hop, and close behind him
came Senor Garcia . .
"Did you catch them?" the senor cried, when he
recognized the two.
"No, senor," Wild answered, quickly. "They
got away. There is too much of a thicket back
.,cl:
there for us."
"Too bad, too bad! What does it all mean, aJ,;' ·
way? I fear that something dreadful will yet
happen. Pedro Janchez is a man to be feared,
and now that I know he is a thorough villain, I
can only think of what he might try to accomplish."
"That's all right, senor. You just take it easy.
We'll get him if we have to remain here a month.
to do it. One of the rascals got shot."
"Yes, I know. And one is a prisoner."
They soon came to the body of the greaser who
had expired a short time before. Tony, the servant, was there as if watching it. Gracia hurriedly gave orders to bim to get help and carry
the body away, and then he walked back to the
house, where Jim had gone with the prisoner, who
had been relieved of his weapons and now had his
hands tied securely behind him. Such a thing to
happen right on the premises was quite enough
to excite the senor and the servants. But the gif¼
belonging to Young Wild West's party were very
cool, and they were doing their best to quiet the
others.
"Senor," Wild said to Garcia, after things had
quieted down a little, "you must see to it that the
prisoner is confined where he can have no possible chance of escaping. But before you do this
I want to question him. Suppose we take him in
the kitchen."
"Anywhere you say, Senor Wild."
The greaser, who was a hang-dog looking fellow, was promptly forced into the kitchen, under
the glare of the lighted lamps. Wild motioned
for him to sit down, and he promptly did so. Then
"l
the boy looked at him sternly and said:
,
"Now then, tell me who you are."
The man muttered something that was not intelligible to the boy, so turning to Garcia, W~ld
~r
said:
"Maybe you can understa,nd that sort of stuff.
I can't, But he certainly can understand you bet-
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ter than me,. perhaps. Just tell him that unless
he tells the truth I am going to shoot him dead."
Then Wild pulled a gun and pointed it dhectly
at the Mexican's breast. H e cowered back at this,
and at once began pleading, though not speaking
in English at all.
"He says he'll tell you anyth ing you want to
know," Garcia said.
"Very well. Ask him how many belong to
at.;,edro Janchez's gang."
""' This was done, and the a nswer was that there
was no gang, but that Janchcz ha d simpiy g ot t h e
five men to h elp him r ob Sen or Garcia of the p apers he had with h im. This soundM quite p lausible, so Wild did not bother to ask any further
questions.
"Let him be," he said, "and see to it t h at a
watch is kept, so his fri ends can have no possible
clulnce of relea sing h im."
"Do you think Janchez would come ba ck here
and try to r elease him?" the senor asked, in sur~rise.
"How do I know but that he might go and get
a big gang and come back? You can bet all you're
worth that we l;l,r e going to be on the watch all
night, senor."
This troubled ' Garcia a lot, but he tried his best
not to show. it. A few minutes later the prisoner
as thr ust in a dark closet, and the door secured.
l-,ilen Tony and another man who worked on the
little plantat ion that was owned by the rich Mexican were appointed to remain on watch aU night.
"Well, boys," the young deadshot said, as they
turned to go into the large front room and join
the ladies, "I reckon we are not g oing to have
things as pleasant as we thought tonight. We
have got to sl_e ep with our eyes open, ;,o to speak."
"Which means that at lea st one of us has got
to be awake all the time and on the lookout," Jim
added.
"That's it," and Wild nodded his head approvingly. "It will be just the same as if we were
camped in some wild · spot arid expected every
minute to be attacked by a number of redskins."
The girls did not seem to take things as seriously as did Wild and his partners, for they were
laughing and chatting when the three entered the
oom. Probably this was done to allay the fears
their hostess, for she was very pale and uneasy. But before it was time to retire for the
night the senora was quite composed, and when
Wild assured her that it would not be possible for
any one to get into the house and create anything
like a, disturpance, she thanked him and then bade
him good-night, as she did his partners.
It happened that the room with the two beds
was only occupied by two at one time during the
night, for a strict watch was kept, one · or the
other being downstairs and outside the house all
the time. But it seemed that it was entirely unnecessary for all this precaution, for daylight
came and the sun rose without anything having
been seen or heard of Pedro J anchez. As soon as
Senor Garcia arose he dispatched one of his hired
men to bring the rurales to the house wit11out deay, so that the prisoner might be turned over to
them, and the story of what had taken place the
night before could be told. Young Wild West and
his friends breakfasted that morning just as if
nothing had occurred the night before. The senor.a
did not join them. they being informep. that she

•
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was not·feeling well: But this made no difference
to the light-hearted, happy-go-lucky party and
when nine o'clock came around and four mo~nted
officers rode ~p, they all. showed how glad they
were to get rld of the prisoner. Garcia told his
story, and ma de charges against Pedro Janchez
and from that moment the latter became an out~
law, to be h unted for by the rurales. When the
off_ eel's had departed Wild turned to Garcia and
Sald:
"Now then, senor, if you have no objections you
ca~ show us the mine which you gave to me."
·I a lmost fear to leave my h ouse Senor Wild"
the Mexican answered, uneasily. •1would it suit
you just as well if I should send one of my men
to show you the mine?"
"That will do nicely, senor. I mean to establish
mz, c~ p there r ight away and take p ossession."
Don ~ say that, Young Wild West. I want you
to r emam at my house."
"T~ere is no necessit y of doing that, senor. You
n eedn t f ear that Janchez will return to try and
harm y ou. I am well satisfied that he was after
m e more than you."
The senor tried to persuade the young deadshot
to chang e his mind, but when he found that he
Wl;S detet m ined to camp upon the claim where the
mme was located, a nd to remain there until he
g ot ready to leave it, he hurriedly assembled several of the men working for him and placed them
on gua1;d outside the house. Wild was quite sure
that t his w as a n unnecessary pr ecaution but he
did not t ell Garcia so. Even when he k~ew the
~ouse was well guarded the senor would not leave
1t, so Tony was selected to go with the party to
the claim. A s has been said, it was not very far
from the house, _so it did not take them long to
get there _ N othmg had been done to develop it
beyond S?me work that had been, done by hand.
No ,machmer y was located there at all, so it remamed yet for the young dea dshot and his partners to find out whether there was much gold
located there. But it was a mine anyhow and
it had been given to them as- a pre'sent, for 'wild
declared that they should all share in whatever
profit s derived from it. The two Chinamen were
or?-ered to erec_t the tents without delay, and there
bemg a good site close to a running brook for the
purpose, they lost no time in doing so. Tony
watched these proceedings with unusual interest
and after Wild and his partners had attended t~
the, horses he walked over to them and said:
' Senors, maybe you want some men to do da
work."
He pointed to the apology for a shaft that had
been started in the ground at the foot of a hill a
short distance away.
. "Yes, I reckon we do want some men. Can you
hire ten or twelve who are willing to work and
who are known to be honest?" Wild said lo~king
'
at him sharply.
'_'Si, senor. Me find ten or twelve men verra
quick."
"Very well, go and get -them, and bring them
to me as soon as you can."
"Hu_ll;v uppee , Misle_r Gleaser," Hop called out,
tantahzmgly. 1 Me g1vee you velly nicee cigar
'
so be."
"You g!;vea me da cigar last night," Tony anMe no smoke yet. Pretty soon me
swered,
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smoke da cigar. Verra much oblige, Senor Chiness. You verra great magician."
"Lat allee light, Misler Tony," and Hop softened right away. "Me likee you velly muchee.
When you come back we havee nicee lillee dlink of
tanglefoot."
Then Tony, who really seemed to be on g ood
terms with the Chinaman, took his departure, no
doubt thinking that he might make something by
bringing men who wer e willing to work in the
mine.
CHAPTER VIL-The Inn-keeper's Plot.
Bill Salter, the keeper of the Wayside Inn at
the Mexican village, was as shrewd as he was unscrupulous. The fact was that he did not do
enough business at the inn to permit him to accumulate much money; hence ·h e had planned all
sorts of thieving jobs which the Mexicans living
in and about the village readily took up, getting a
small share of the proceeds for the risk they ran.
It was Salter who first put the notion in the head
of Pedro J anchez to try and get possession of the
mine owned by Miguel Garcia, which was lying
in comparative idleness. The hotel proprietor had
been out that way several times, and having put
in quite some experience at prospecting, he satisfied himself that the mine was a rich one, and all
that it needed were machinery and sufficient men
to work it to roll out a fortune in a very short
time. J anchez thought the same way, so the result was that after the two had consulted several
times the villainous greas!!r planned to get hold of
the papers and forge the signature of Garcia to
them, so he would come in possession of the mine.
The chance came when Senor Garcia engaged
him to accompany him to Tombstone. But the
plot had failed, and when Janchez rode back to
the inn and informed Salter of it, the crafty
American shrugged his shoulders and declared
that he would think up another way in a short
time. No wonder, then, that he urged Janchez
and the greasers wfiom he knew could be depended upon to commit almost any sort of crime to
ride out and intercept Senor Garcia and his
American friends who were accompanyin g him to
his home. When the five villains rode back to the
inn and informed him of the result of the attempted hold-up, Salter was instantly roused to
an angry pitch.
"The boy an' his pards is here to make trouble,"
he said. "Most likely they'll be findin' out somethin' I've been doin', an' then I'll git my medicine. But you kin bet, Pedro, that I ain't goin'
to let things go this way. You know putty well
that Miguel Garcia is the richest man within
miles of here, an' that if anything was to happen
to his house there wouldn't be much sympathy
felt by the general run of the people. The rurales
are the only ones we would have to look out for.
You take my advice an' go back with your men
an' rob Garcia this very night. Maybe you'll git
a chance to pick off Young Wild West an' his
partners, too, while you're doin' it. · They won't
be thinkin' of anything like the house bein' robbed, an' while they've got company there would
be a good time to do it."
This was agreeable to the Mexicans, so they set
out with the result that has already been told. It

was w~ll past midnight when Janehez and the
two men who had escaped with him rode around
to the rear of the inn and dismounted. They unsaddled their horses and left them under the long
shed that was there for the purpose, and t}!en
rather sneakingly entered the hotel. Bill Salter
was up, for he made it a rule to keep his place
open at night, if there was any business going on.
It happened that there was quite a little at this
time, since it was payday at .Garcia's mine, ali;'
the men were spending their money for drin ..
Salter was behind the little bar himself, for he
had permitted his bartender to go to bed, so he
would be ready to start in the first thing in the
morning. When he saw· Pedro walk in he gave a
start, for he could tell by his manner that something was decidedly wrong. Then he looked an<l
saw the other two greasers, who acted as if they
were afraid of being seen.
"What's the matter, Pedro?" Salter asked, stepping over to the end of the bar and looking sharply at the villain as he came up.
"Verra bad luck," was the reply, in a low tone
of voice. "One man get da shot. One man get
catch. Me got two now."
"Do you mean to tell me that you was fools
enough to let 'em see what you. was up to?"
"We get catch verra quick," declared Pedro.
"Give me some of da American whisky."
He mot~oned for !Jiis companions to come p,
and they promptly did so. Salter said no more
just then, but his face wore a troubled look as he
waited upon the three.
"I want to talk to you," he said, as 'he motioned
toward a door that opened into a small room in
the rear of the bar. "I'll be with you in a minute. There's quite a lot here jest now. Lots of
these men would be ready to do business for us, if
they was only asked, and I know it. I've been
talkin' to a lot of 'em to-night. There's mighty
few workin' for Senor Garcia what has .a ny love
for him. Go on in an' set down; I'll be there in
a minute or two."
·
Pedro nodded, and then walked slowly to the
door, the two who had escaped with him following. They sat down at a ta,ble where a rather
dim light was burning, and just as they had rolled
and lighted cigarettes Salter came in.
"Tell me all about it," he said. "Hurry up. ~l
ain't got much time, you know."
·
Pedro quickly related how they had been surprised just as they came out of the old building in
the rear of Garcia's home. He went on to say
how thankful he was to get away alive, after
knowing for sure that one of the men had been
shot, and one taken a prisoner.
"Maybe it couldn't be helped," Salter declared,
after thinking a moment. "But I don't understand how it was that they know you was there.
Must be keepin' a putty sharp watch around the
house."
"Verra mucha sharp, Senor Bill," Pedro declared, with a shrug of the shoulders.
"Well, there's only one thing for you to do. We )
want that mine an' the only way to git is for us to
git hold of Garcia an, make him sign it over ~
one of us. That kin be done easy enough, for all'
we have• got to do is to watch for the chance to
kidnap him. Then I reckon he'll sign any kind of
a paper when he sees a gun pointed right at hia
nose. B'pt there ain't enough of you to do this.
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Pedro. You have got to have more men. Now
then, I'm goin' to see about gittin' enough to carry
out the job. You jest come out an' tend bar for
me a while, an' I'll mighty soon fix it up."
Pedro seemed to be glad of the opportun ity to
look after the bar, for he smiled and rising to his
feet at once started for the door.
"You fellers stay here. I'm. goin' to send men
in this room jest as fast as I kin, an' I want you
to talk to 'em, an' tell 'em that there's goin' to
,..J' be a big chance for 'em to make enough money
so they won't have to work hard the rest of their
lives. You know how to talk to 'em, an' you
know putty near every man that will come in
here, too."
The two seemed somewha t uneasy, but agreed
to what he said. Pedro took his place behind the
bar, and then the proprieto r of the inn proceeded
to go around among the Mexicans who were sitting at the tables drinking. There were probably forty of them there at the time, and some
of them were getting decidedly boistrous. One
group outside on the porch was singin~ lustily
to the accompan iment of a guitar which was
played in anything but a professio nal way. The
rest were talking, laughing, and some of them
quarrelin g, and with the jingling of glasses,
there was quite a din in the place. But this did
not interfere with Salter's plan. He knew pretty
well who he could approach , and he went from
one table to the other, ·picki~ out a man here
and the:l'e, and sometime s two or three from one
table.
After a few whispered words they would proceed at once for the back room. Pedro J anchez
behind the bar worked away, filling the orders
that came to him as fast as he could But at
the same time he was watching what the proprietor was doing. When he saw so many men
going- into the back room his face lighted up
with a smile of satisfacti on, for he really thought
that there was now surely going to be a very g,ood
chance of getting possession of the mine and at
the same time having revenge upon Garcia and
his American friends.
Finally the last man Salter thought it safe to
approach was in the back room, and then he went
in himself, closing the door carefully after him.
It was little or no attention that the rest in the
place paid to all this. They were too engrossed
with their singing, drinking and quarrelin g,-- Salter found some of his new recruits talking excitedly to the two Mexicans who had been left
in the room, while the others listened in an interested way. It seemed that they could not quite
understan d what was wanted of them, so the
proprieto r promptly raised his hand for silence,
and then in a voice that was quite low, though
loud enough for all present to hear his words,
he said:
"Now then, boys, I reckon all of you understand enough English to make out what I'm sayin'. Jest hold your ears open, an' I'll tell you
somethin' that will make you all pave plenty of
money in a mighty short time, if you'll only do
as I say. . In the first place, you know that the
>- Pepita Mine ain't bein' worked "9'ery much."
Som.e of them seemed surprised , but all acknowledg ed that what he said was true.
"That mine is the richest one anywhere around
here. It's worth a whole lot more than the one
&nor Garcia is workinir every da::v." went on
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Salter. "He started over for Tombston e the other
day to sell the mine, but he came back without
<loin' it. Now then, what's the use of havin' a
mine that's as rich as all that layin' around an'
not turnin' out anything? I've made up my mind
an' so has Pedro Janchez, that we're goin' to
have that mine. I reckon there ain't none of you
fellers as likes Garcia a whole lot. He's got
more money than he knqws what to do with, an'
he jest rides over all the workin' men in this part
of the country. He don't care a snap if your
families starve, an' he grinds you down to the
lowest wages what is possible. I think it's about
time to turn against this man who is tryin' to
make a sort of king out of himself. There's jest
about nineteen of you here now, if I've counted
right, an' that's plenty to do what I want done.
But afore we go any further, if there's a man
here what's afraid to put up a fight ag'in the
rich man, he had better git out right away."
Salter put on a dramatic pose, and pointed to
the door, while at the same time he shot a glance
at the faces surroundi ng him. Not a man made
a move to approach the door.
"All right," he said, a smile showing on his
face. "I knowed I wasn't makin' no mistake in
any of you. I'll bet there ain't a man here what
wouldn't agree to kill somebQdy if he could make
a couple of hundred dollars by doin' it, an'
thought he wouldn't git found out."
Some of them looked somewha t uneasy, but no
one spoke a word. If the proprieto r of the inn
thought it might be possible that some one was
listening outside, he did not seem to care, for he
continued talking in a persuasiv e way, and finally came out point-blan k and demanded of his
hearers that they should hold up their right
hands and swear that they would be led by Pedro
Janchez, and do whatever he told them to do, even
if the command was to slay Miguel Garcia and
those who had come to be }!is guests.
If they had not been so much under the influence of wine and other strong drink, probably
some of the men might have backed down at this
propositio n. But when three or four readily
agreed to it, the rest nodded, and then up went
their right hands.
Salter administe red an oath to them, which
he knew would be felt as binding, for he mingled
somethin g of their religious faith in it.
When they had all sworn to it, he nodded to
them pleasantl y and said :
"Now then, jest stay here a while. I'll send
Pedro J anchez in. You all know him, an' you
know that he's the bravest an' smartest man in
this here part of Old Mexico. Some of you
might thing that he's a robber. Ha, ha, ha!"
•
All of them probably thought that, by the way
they acted, for some smiled, and others shook
their heads solemnly. Bill Salter went outside,
and quickly relieved Pedro. After telling him
what he had accomplis hed, and that there were
nineteen men inside who were ready to follow
his lead, the proprieto r followed the villainous
greaser toward the door. Pedro came in, acting
very much as if he was of more importanc e than
the general run of Mexicans .
The first thing he did was to ask them if they
had taken an oath to obey him, and when each
man separatel y informed him that such was the
case, he proceeded to tell them how he had s11ccessfullv rohood antl nlundP..rPrl ,._Jnna t.h .. bail
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for several months, with only five men to help
him. Then he went on to tell them that the first
thing to be done in order to gain possession of
the Pepita mine was to kidnap Senor Garcia
and force him to sign it over. None of the men
seemed to think this would be much of a crime,
so they readily agreed. Pedro was careful enough
not to mention the possible danger that might
<;ome from the interference of Young Wild West.
.r.lut he was satisfied that once the gang got
started, they would stop at nothing. The promises he made to them were great, indeed. He
told them that he honestly thought the mine was
worth a million dollars, and that they should
share equally one-half the profits as long as they
decided to remain with him.
But nearly all of them were bound to stick, for
they were superstitious enough to regard the
oath they had taken as binding, and after drinks
had been brought in and they had talked it over
until daylight, the meeting broke up, with the
understandmg that they v.. ere to assemble in the
woods at the rear of the . Wayside Inn at ten
o'clock that morning.

CHAPTER VIII.-The Work of the Kidnapers.
Young Wild West was pretty well satisfied that
the Pepita Mine was worth considerable money.
But he knew that it would be impossible to make
much out of it without the latest impl'Oved machinery. Senor Garcia had informed him that
he was certain that there was a rich lead running under the high ridge from the regular mine,
and that if a shaft was sunk forty or fifty feet,
gold would be foul!d in abundance.
Wild made up his mind to start laborers at
work in sinking the shaft, using an old-fashioned
windlass to haul up t}ie dirt. But he did not intend to remain there more than a week at the
most, for he was not in the habit of confining
liimself to such work as that. There was too
much to be found in the way of excitement and
adventure by traveling about from place to place,
and even if the mine was sure to pan out a million inside of a month, he would not have remained there that length of time. Tony, • the
Mexican, was as good as his word. He sent several men who happened to be out of work at the
time, and after looking them over the young
deadshot and his partners gave them jobs at the
wages they wanted. The result was that one
o'clock that afternoon work began upon the mine,
and the scene was one of bustle and activity.
For the most part the · hired men seemed to be
very willing and about the middle of the afternoon Wild began examining the dirt that was
being taken froII} the shaft. He picked up a
handful, and throwing it into a pan, went to the
stream of water close at hand and waster it out.
Only a few very small grains and a piece about
the size of a pea was discovered. The young
dead~hot weighed the little nugget in his hand,
and decided that it was worth a dollar.
"We won't get rich very fast this way, boys,"
he said to Charlie and Jim, as they stood watching him. "Senor Garcia may be right in thinking it is a very valuable mine, but I reckon it
will take a few thousand dollars to get down to
the real stuff. I haven't made up my mind just

what I intend to do with the mine, but of course
· I don't mean to keep it. You fellows know that
without me telling you."
"I knew you wouldn't want to hold it very
long, Wild," Dart answered, with a smile, "unless you could get some reliabie man to tal<e
charge for you."
.
"'Ihat would be a good thing to do, wouldn't
it?" the scout asked, looking at the young deadshot questioningly.
,
,t'":.
"It might, Charlie. But where is there a man around nere that would be capable of taking
charge, and at the same time be likely to prove
honest?"
"I don't know, blamed if I do. Here comes
that greaser they call Tony. Maybe he might
know somebody."
Sure enough, Toney was coming back, and as
Hop, who was ananging some fishing tackle to
they watched him they saw him go straight to
try his luck in the stream. Charlie winked, and
then started over that way.
"I know what the greaser is after Hop for,"
he said, in a low tone of voice. "He was told
that when he come back he could have a drink
of tanglefoot. He sorter likes the stuff Hop's
got, maybe."
Charlie walked around to a rock, and squatting
down behind it, watched and listened.
"Hello, Tony!" Hop called out, as he arose t.,his feet and bowed smilingly to the Mexican,
"You allee samee comee back, so be."
"Me come back, Senor Hop, " was the 1·eply.
"Maybe you no forget what you say."
"Me knowee. You wantee lillee dlink of tangle-foot."
Tony smiled and nodded in affirmation. Somehow the clever Chinee did not feel in the humor
to play a trick .on the greaser. He conducted him
to a secluded spot that was not more than ten
feet from where Charlie was crouching, and then
produced a bottle that was more than half filled
with whisky.
"Helpee youself, Tony," he said, smilingly. "Me
gittee some more when me go to um village."
Tony took a good drink and thanked the Chinaman for it. Then he felt as if he owed him an
apology, and started in his broken English to tell ·
him how sorry he was that there had been any..,..,,
trouble between them on account of Bianca.
"Lat allee light, Tony," Hop declared. Misses
Bianca velley nicee gleaser girl, so .be. Me likee
her velly muchee, but me no wantee makee love
to her. Me only havee lillee fun, so be."
"Very good, Senor Hop. When me make more
money, me marry Bianca. Me no make verra
much a-money now. Me want to work da mine
here one onth aga, but da senor say he want to
sell. Me know all about da mine work."
When Charlie heard this an idea popped into
his head.
"Maybe he would be all right to leave in charge
of tlle mine, if Wild couldn't git a chance to sell
it," he thought. "I'll go tell him right away,
'cause I kin see putty well that the heathen ain't
goin' to play no trick on the greaser."
So Charlie slipped away without being seen ~
by Hop or Toney, and joined Wild and Jim, who
·were sitting in the shade of a tree near tlle girls,
he quickly told them how Toney was anxious tp
make more money so he could ·get married, and
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· also that he said to }lop that' lie knew all about
worki ng

19

"Da guard s go to sleep. Me no do dat.
You
a mine.
·
can ~rust dem. Me want to go with you,
"Seem s to be a putty good sort ·of a greas· er, no
Senor
West.
"
·too," the scout added , shaki ng his h~ad seriou sly.
"All right, Charl ie, ·I'll give him a good look- in "Com e on, Tony, " the young deads hot answe red,
his cool and easy way. "We must
ing over," the young deads hot answe red.
Senor
"You r Garci a as soon as possib le. Of cout.sefind
we know
sugge stion seems to be a good one."
~ho
has
got_
him. This is what I call a darin g
A few minut es later Wild and his partn
left piece of busme ss, and I feel pretty certai
the- spot and turne d towar d the stream ofers
n that
water
Pedro
Janch
ez must have enlist ed the servic es of
;,~wh ich was a short distan ce away.
more
.
men,
or he would never dare to attem pt
When they saw Hop fishin g on the
with such a thing. "
~ony sittin g near him, and both talkin gbank,
in
a
very
The
young deads hot told the girls to remai n
friend ly way, they were somew hat surpri sed.
'right where they were, and to keep their
"It seems stra,. ge to me that the heath en hasn'
eyes
open
t
playe d some sort of a joke on the greas er before show in case any of the villain ous greas ers should
up. Then he hurrie dly saddle d his
this," Jim declar ed, as if he we:Fe really puzzle
d. Cheye nne Charl ie and Jim Dart doing the horse,
"They certai nly have become friend s," Wild
same.
Tony
was waitin g for them with his bronc ho, so
said, lookin g at them. "Hello ! Hop has got
a all four turne d and rode swiftl y to Garci
fish, and I recko n it's a real trout, too. Let's
a's
reside nce. Arriv ing there, they found tlle sergo and see how many more he has."
As they were about to start for the two on vants and men who were suppo sed to have been
doing guard duty in a state of great excite ment.
the bank of the stream , a shout sound ed off
to One of the latter had summ oned a woma
· the right. Natur ally, they turne d their eyes
who
that
was a sort of physi cian, to look after then misway, and when they saw a Mexic an girl runni
ng
tress
of
the
house
.
Wild
dismo
unted
, and makin g
swiftl y towar d the camp, they knew right away
his way inside , deman ded to see the senor
that somet hing was wrong . The girl was
a It
Bianc
a,
happe
ned
that
she
had
partly
come
the sweet heart of Tony, and she seeme d to
to when he
be
was
admit
ted
to
the
room
she
was lying in. She
in a state of terror . Ariet ta was the first
to at once becam e hyster ical, but when he raised
meet her, and when Wild came up he was
his
just
hand
in
a
comm
andin
g
sort
of way, she subsid ed
in time to hear the Mexic an girl say:
slight ly, and then in her fits of weepi ng told
him
"Verr a bad. De senor must be killed . He no- about the same story
Bianc a had told.
was
where in da house , and we find his hat and
no clue other than the bare fact thatThere
shoes,
Garci a's
and da paper s on da floor, with the
fall hat had been found somew here back of the house
down. The senor a verra sick, and shechairs
no know But since the three villain s had escape d in that.
anyth ing."
·
direct ion the night before , Wild took it
for
"Wha t is that, girl?" Wild asked , as he took grant ed that
there must be a trail leadin g some!her by the arm. "You say Senor Garci
where .
a
has
been taken from his house , and that he can't
be
He dashe d out of the house , and noddi ng to his
found ?"
two partn ers, said:
"Si, senor. Da robbe rs may be kill him."
"Com e on, boys. We have got to trust to luck
"By jingo !" -and the young deads hot turne
Charl ie and Jim. "I recko n Pedro Janch ez d to a little, " and then he moun ted his sorrel stallio n
been gettin g in some of his fine work. Come has and gallop ed aroun d to the rear of the buildi ng.
While they had been unabl e to find a path
boys. We have got to find Garci a witho ut on,
de- throu gh the thicke t the night before
, the young
lay."
deads hot
confid ent that there must be one
Hop Wah and Toney reach ed the spot in time the1·e ,andfelt
that
it
could
easily
be
traver
sed in the
·to hear what the boy said. Both were
great ly daytim e.
surpr ised, espec ially the Mexic an. He seized
the
He
was
right
in this, too, for
girl almos t rough ly, and deman ded
he rode along
her in he found a place where the bushe sasparted
,.,.... Spani sh to tell him what it was aboutof
slight ly,
.
Bianc
a
and
once
he
got throu gh he came upon a patch
being able to talk more fluent ly in her
own
that
was
evide
ntly used very often. ,
langu age, quick ly relate d to him how the senor
a
Throu gh the thicke t he rode, followed by Charhad gone to Garci a's priva te room only
to
find
lie
and
Jim.
that he was not there, wi~h eviden
of there
Tony had stoppe d a while at the
havin g been a strugg le, since chairs cewere
over- cared nothin g for his assist ance. house , but they
·turne d and a gener al disarr angem ent of the place
The young deads hot alway s felt that
was
was found .
capab le of doing great things if he had he
More than that, the senor 's hat had been dis- partn
his two
ers
at his back.
cover ed on the groun d near the old buildi ng
Once they got to the other side of the thicke
at
the rear of the house . Havin g made
this
they
discame
to an undul ating stretc h of land thatt
covery , the senor a promp tly fell into a fainti
ng was almos t covere d by fruit trees of the
fit, and, accor ding to what the girl said,
semiwas tropic s.
still in that condi tion when she left toshe
notify
Beyon d this lay a patch of woods, and as the
Youn g Wild West and his partn ers of the terrib
le path ceased at the edge of the
grove of trees, Wild
occur rence .
ht his horse to a walk and looked closely at
The mllJe emplo yees qf Garci a had been noti- broug
the groun d.
•il.ed imme aiatel y by Bianc a, but they all declar
It did not take him long to discov er fresh
ed
<tba\ they had neithe r seen nor heard anyth
prints , and with a satisfi ed nod he motio nedl1oof,wron g. Tony questi oned the girl sharp ly at ing his
for
this
partn ers to come on.
·
point, and he finally turne d to Youn g Wild West
Just as they were starti ng away Tony came galt-«!xcitedly and said:
loping to the spot,
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"You find dem, Senor West?" he called out,
excitedly.
"Not yet," was the reply. "But just keep cool.
We will find them all right."
.
Through the woods they dashed, and in less
than three minutes they emerged upon a wagon
road that ran almost parallel with the trail that
led to the P-epita mine.
It was a very hilly country here, and well
covered with vegetation.
Numerous rocks could be seen, too, and when
the -youn~ deadshot looked ahead and s.aw that
nothmg tnat had the semblance of a dwelling
could be seen, he realized that the villainous Mexicans could easily pnd some safe hidiflg place close
by.
That they would not go very far away with
the captured senor he felt sure.
"Boys," he said, as he slackened the pace of his
horse, "I reckon we have got to be a little cautious.
We don't know how many we have to contend with,
and it may be that they'll be waiting in ambush."
Before his partners could make a reply, or he
could say anything further, a shout sounded off
to the left, and the next instant they saw a man,
bare-headed and almost breathless, running toward them.
It was senor Miguel Garcia.
CHAPTER IX.-Ready to Stand a Siege
Pedro J anchez found all the nineteen men true
to their word, for he met them at ten o'clock th.at
morning, and once more they took the oath to
stand by him, this time Salter being absent.
Knowing the countr-y thoroughly, Pedro would
have no difficulty in finding a secure place for his
band, large as it was, so he at once proceeded to
stock up with a supply of provisions, permitting
diffe1·ent men to buy wh.at was needed, and at different times, until he had enough to last several
days.
When all was in readiness he selected a spote
that was within a mile of the residence of Senor
Garcia, and told them to come, one at a time,
there and meet him.
Having done this much, the villainous Mexican
~ent into the Wayside Inn and aroused Salter,
who was still sleeping.
When he had a.cquainted the craft y American
with all that he had done, and received his approval, he purchased· three bottles of whisky, and
then set out to meet the members of the band.
They a ll got there nearly at the same time, even
though t hey did not st art off together, and when
he had called each by name and counted them, t he
leader of the newly formed band led t hem to a
cave that lay in a deep ravine but a shor t distance from the spot where they had met.
Once here, he bade therri clean up the cave as
well as they could, and make preparations to stay
for more than a day, since he did not know just
how long he would be completely to remain
t here.
It was past noon when they got there, and
afier they had eaten something Pedro took a nap,
only to awaken with the determination t o lose
no time in kidnaping Senor Garcia and fo rcing
him to sign t he mine over t o him.
Things worked nicel y and it did not r equire the
whole band to effect the capture of the senor .

Pedro took but six men with him, and it being
broad daylig ht, he was very cautious as he neared
the house.
He lef t the !1orses in the tpicket that had pqzzled Young Wild West and his partners the night
before, and then proceeding on foot, soon made
the discovery that the men who had been placed
on guard were very careless.
. Some of them were a sleep, in fact, while others
were grouped together, instead of being scattered ,
around as they should have been.
~
This made it very easy, and with his men he
crept up to the house and got beneath the window of the room Garcia was then occupying.
It. happened tJ:iat the senor was busy with some
of his mme affairs, and he was writing at a desk.
When Pedro suddenly leaped into the window
and confronted him with a leveled revolver, the
man gave a startled cry, but not loud enough to ·
ar<;mse the inmates of the house, and then we was
qmckly overpowered and bound and gagged.
. It was a little .1!1ore difficult to get away with
him, but by waiting and watching the villains
managed to do it, and once they got to their
horses, they were not long in riding to the snug
shelter among the rocks.
Pedro had been wise enough to gather up some
of the papers that were on the desk of the senor
It happened that one of them was a duplicate
of the p~per he ha~ signed when he presentec
Young Wild West with the Pepita mine
Garcia had three of the papers dra~ up so
he would J:iave them in case he found a purch~er
for the mme.
,
One he had taken with other papers when he
started for Tombstone, and he had signed it when
he presented the Pepita mine to Young Wild West.
The other was lying, on his deck, and the third
was locked in a safe m his office room.
Pedro J anchez did not know there was more
than one, and when he found that particular paper he threw the others he had been examining
upon the floor.
Not until the prisoner was safely in a dark corner of _the cave did the villains remove the gag
from his mouth.
...
Garcia pro~ptly ~et up a cry for help, but a
revolver was immediately thrust in his face and
he quickly ceased.
'
As his captors had worn mask s at the time,
was not able to i dentify them.
But when Pedro confronted him unmasked a
sar donic smile on his face, the senor forgot his
f ear s for t he moment ,and denounced him roundly.
" Silence !" thundered t he villainous leader of the
band. "You do not seem t o know that your life is
in danger. I promise you, Senor Garcia, that unless you do as I say you wili be killed and your
body t hrown into a chasm close at hand."
Then Garcia became very much frightened, and
he t rembled as he listened to the proposition Pedro made to him.
Seeing the masked men standing about, all of
them holding revolvers pointed toward him, he
gave in, and consented to sign any paper they
might put before him.
· ;
The duplicate of the mine deed was duly signed
and witnes_secl by those he did not know at the
t ime.
But P edro was not satjsfied with t his.
He compelled Garcia to· sign a paper to t~

he
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effect that he would say nothing about the transaction at all.
"You are a gentleman of honor, Senor Garcia,"
the villain said, as he shook his finger impressively in the man's face. "I have no fear that you will
go back on your word. Write the paper yourself
and sign it. It must be to the errect that you will
say nothing about this, and that you will never interfere with me or have me arrested after I take
possession of the Pepita mine.''
Garcia did all this hurriedly, and then after he
was forced to take an oath not to divulge anything concerning the kidnaping, any more than
that he was seized suddenly and borne away to the
woods, he was permitted to take his departure.
· But he was blindfolded, and having been unable
to see where he was being taken when he was
brought to the rendezvous, he really could not
have found it very soon if he had tried.
The villains left him standing irt a thicket,
where rocks loomed up on one hand, and a deep
chasm ran along on the other.
. But Garcia hurrieqly made his way along a
ledge, and then when he found fresh hoofprints,
he turned and ran for all he was worth, until he
suddenly came in sight of Young Wild West and
his partners.
The senor was so weak from the effeds of the
ordeal he had been put through he fell to the
ground after giving a joyous cry, and he would
have remained there quite some time, no doubt,
if Wild had not dismounted and ran to him.
"Where have you been, senor?" the young deadshot asked, as he raised him partly from the
ground.
"Terrible, terrible!" came the reply, in Spanish.
But the young deadshot and his partners knew
what he meant. ·
"Speak English," the bay said. "Don't get excited. We know that you were surprised and
captured and spirited away from your home. Tell
us where the villains are. They must be close at
hand."
"No, no," Garcia answered, as he looked around
in a · frightened way. "I was forced to take an
oath that I would not tell where they were. But
the fact is I know not where they are. I was blindfolded and led away."
· "To.ny, you stay here with him 1 and don't let°
im move a foot from the spot," Wild commanded,
turning to the Mexican servant. "Come on, boys.''
Charlie and Jim had dismounted, and when they
saw Wild start off on foot they immediately ran
after him.
Wild had no difficulty in following the trail
the senor had made through the bushes when he
came to them, and when he got to the ledge he had
come from after the blindfold had been removed
from his eyes, they boy held up his hands and motioned for his partners to be cautious.
"They must be .right close at hand," he whispeted, as ·Charlie and Jim came close to him. "We
have got to look out, boys."
Crang!
.
The report of a carbine rang out just then, and
a bullet whizzed throug-hout the .air past them.
"Get back, boys!" Wild exclaimed. "I reckon we
won't go that way..,
Crang! Crang!
Two more shots SQunded, but the bullets did not
come near them this time. The three could easily
tell that the shots were fired from a distance of .
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less than a hundred yards, and when they looked
that way and saw the rocks and foliage, they
knew it would be nothing short of foolhardy for
them to proceed any further just then. Back
they went to the senor and Tony.
"Did you shoot, Senor Wild?" Garcia asked,
eagerly.
"No, senor, I didn't. The gang who kidnaped
you and then let you go did the shooting. We
thought we had better come back, for there was
no chance of going ahead to look for them."
"I hope yo.u will find them. They compelled me
to sign two papers.'\
"Compelled you to sign two papers, eh?"
"Yes, and then I took an oath that I would not
do anything against them. I .must keep my oath,
Senor Wild."
"Not necessary for you to do that if it was
done to save your life. But never mind. Just
tell me what !,he papers were you signed."
"One was a duplicate to the Pepita Mine. I
gave it to one of the men who tore me from my
home.''
"Who was the man, senor?"
"I dare not tell."
"Very well. I shan't question you any further.
But what good is that deed, when you have already given me one?"
"No good whatever, senor. Yours is dated a
day in advance, and that is the only one that
could be recognized."
"As far as I am concerned, I would just as
leave tear up the paper which makes m1) the
owner of this Mexican mine.
But on second
thought, I won't to that. I am going to hold
out and keep this fellow, who is no doubt Pedro
Janchez, from gaining possession."
. "I didn't say it was he," Garcia declared,
earnestly.
"No, of cours~, ~ou didn't. But you might just
as well have said it. I am glad this much anyway, for evidently Janchez doesn't know th~t you
gave me the mine, and he will, of course come
to lay claim to it. We will be ready f~r him
when he comes. Now then, we'll go on back to
the _house, so your wife may be relieved of her
anxietv."
"My poor wife!" groaned the senor, who seemed to be suffering greatly.
·
Wild took him on his horse with him, and they
set out to return. It did not take them a great
while to reach the house, and when the sen;ra
saw her husband re~rning alive and well, she
almost had a fit. He refused to answer her
questions concerning what had happened, as he
had done to Wild, and this put such an air of
mystery on the affair that the senora went into
hysterics again.
Wild was somewhat disgusted with the wav
things were going, and he quickly left the house
his partners g_oing with him. When they got
back to the mme, they found the men working
all right, Arietta promptly reported that nothing
had occurred d~ring their absence. But. the girls
wt!re very amaous to know about the kidnaping
affair, and _when they heard all the young deadshot and his partners knew about it they were
some:what mystified.
· ·
"It is the way of some men, it seems " Arietta
sa!d, ~ha!<ing her head, "to regard a~ oath as
bemg mviolate. We don't know- just how horrible
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the oath was that Senor Garcia was forced to
take."
"That's all right, little girl," the young deadshot answered, smilingly. "I reckon a man· can
take an oath to save his life, and then forget
it, especially when he is doing it to a gang of
scoundrels. But it's afl right, little · girl. We
are going to have a lot of trouble here, and
whether this mine is worth · a million or only
a few thousands, we are going to h,old it as long
as I want to. We will just make some preparations, for when Janchez comes he probably will
have quite a few men at his back."
As he finished _speaking the boy walked over
to where the gang of men were to work, and
calling one of them who could understand English
quite well, he gave orders for him to see to it
that rocks and logs were piled up in a semicircle before the two tents, which were erected
close to the foot of a steep bank, and right near
the running stream. The men were surprised
when they were told to do this, but were working
for wages, and so started .right in.
They kept at if for the balance of the afternoon, and when quitting time came there was
a barricade that would withstand almost any
kind of an assault, erected about the camp of
the young deadshot and his friends. The foreman of the gang told Wild that he would have
the men remain there if they thought there
was any danger of an attack being made, and all
they asked was extra pay. But Wild did not
take much stock in the Mexican workingmen, and
he sil\WlY shook his head and told them to go
on to their homes and report at seven in the
morning.
"Now then," he said to his partners and the
girls, when they were alone, "we will just take
care of things here, and be ready when Pedro
J anchez comes. Maybe we'll have to stand a
siege a little while, but you can bet that we'll
come out at the top of the heap. I am of the
opinion that the rascals in this section of the
country need thinning out, anyhow, and I mean
to shpot to kill just as soon as an attack is
made."

and before night several of · them were well
under the influence of the stuff. It has been
said that a drunken Mexican will fight like a
fiend, and probably Janchez knew this, for he
did not attempt to stop them from drinking;
Probably he figured that there was not enough
whisky and wine to m ake them so they could
not , stand. He . may have be€n right, for when
the last of it disappeared they were leaping
about, some of them laughing, and others vowing vengeance on Young Wild West, the rural es ·
ana all others who were not of their way of
thinking. Pedro waited until it was good and .
dark. Then he called -his forces to order, and
after giving them a brief talk to the effect that
they wo~ld seen all be very rich, he ordered them
to make ready to march to the Pepita claim and
tak~ possession of the gold mine.
There was some disorder about it, but they all
got in line, after mounting, and then they set
out. 'l'he moon had not yet risen, but the stars
shone with more than their usual brilliancy, it ·
s.e emed, and there was ample light for them to
see the way. · As the party rode up in sight of
the camp near the mine, they were both seen and
heard by our hero and his companions. . Young
Wild West knew what to expect now.
"Boys," he said to Charlie and Jim, "I reckon
we are going to have a lively time of it for
a while. Lay low, and don't either of you fire , ...,1)
a shot until I tell you to."
•
·
They nodded to show him that they would
surely obey him.
"Wild," Arietta said, in a low tone of voice,
as she moved up close beside her dashing young
lover, "I am going to take part in the defense.
By the way that crowd is acting, there will be
some sharp fighting before the villains are
driven back."
"They have been drinking, Et," was · the reply.
"I can tell that much by their voices. That means
that they will be more 1·eckless than usual. We
will have a good chance at them. But I hate
to shoot down the ignorant ruffians. They are
hardly responsible for what they are doing."
"Pedro J anchez is the one who is responsible,
Wild."
' "Yes, I know. But he will see to it that he
CHAPTER X.-Arietta Breaking a Siege.
does not get in range of our fire. You can be
sure of that much."
--:
Pedro Janchez was greatly incensed when he
There was no time for further talk. Straight
found that Young Wild West and his partners toward the mine the band of horsemen rode.
had nearly trailed him to his lair. He w,a s angry There was no light in the camp, and Pedro and
with the men who had discovered their approach his men did not see the tents and the barricade
and opened fire upon them, for he would rather that had been built in front of them. It was
have had them come right on and fall into a not until he brouizht his horse to a halt right
trap. But since the American boy seemed so where the work had been going on that afternoon
cletermine<l to get him, the villainous Mexican did he realize that the place was occupied.
made up his mind to start a war upon him, and
"Who is there?" he called out, as he looked
clean out the whole party.
toward the white tops of the tents that showed
"We will take possession of the mine to-night," over the rocks.
:1e told his men. "It may be that Senor Garcia
"The owner of the mine is here," Wild anhas proven false to his oath, and there will be swered, quickly. "What do you fellows want?"
men there to guard it. But we will take it, never"Ha ! Jt is you, Y'oung Wild West?"
theless."
"Yes, that's just who it is. Now then, you .,
"Young Wild West will surely be there, Senor sneaking coyote! I'll give you just two minutes
Pedro," one of the men declared.
to get out of sight! I have you covered with ~
"Let him be there. I have sworn to have his my rifle. and unless you make a move mighty
life, anyhow, so what does it matter?"
soon, I'll put a bullet through your heart. Light
The bandits, as they must be called, soon be- out!"
·"
gan to make merry in the cave. Pedro was not
Pedro uttered an oath, and then he made a
the only one who had brought liauor with him, quick jump and got behind a rock. Wild did
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not fire.

He had merely been trying to bluff
him. But he knew there was at least a score of
drunken villains there, and this meant danger,
to say the least. Pedro was not long in delaying
action. He called to his men to ride behind the
rocks and make ready to be~in firing on Young
Wild West and his compamons. In less than
five minutes the hurried preparations were
finished.
Then the greasers, most of whom were armed
with carbines, began shooting toward the protected camp. They were pretty well concealed
theml"elves, so not a shot was fired in answer.
The bullets whizzed and sang above the heads of
our friends, but none of them did the least
damage, any more than to put holes through the
top of the two tents.
"Don't shoot until you see something to shoot
at," was Wild's instructions.
When the attacking party had wasted fully half
a hundred shots they ceased firing. But it was
only for about ten minutes. Then a volley was
fired from a point to the left. The young deadshot could see the flashing of the powder now,
and pushing his Remington through a crevice in
the barricade, he fired a shot and got one of
the greasers. The death of their companion enraged the gang, and some of them were reckless
enough to dash out into the open and run straight
..!or the camp, firing as the ca'me.
Crang, crang! Cra-a-a-ang!
The young deadshot and his partners went
right at them with their r ifles, and not a man
escaped after once showing himself. This was
an awful set-back to Pedro Janchez. He suddenly became cautious. Then for the next twenty
minutes silence r eigned over the scene of battle.
The silence was broken by yells and shouts in
the distance. Our friends hear them, too; and
at first they thought hel_p was corning to them.
But such was not the case. The men employed
by Senor Garcia had heard the shots, and they
being Mexicans, and somewhat dissatisfied with
the wages they were receiving, could hardly be
expected to take sides with the Americans. They
did not, either. They were met by Pedro Janchez,
who .easily persuaded them to join with him in
exterminating the usurpers, as he chose to call
them. ·
"• "I have bought the Pepita Mine, and have paid
for it," he told them.
He showed the paper the senor had been forced
to sign to all who cared to look at it, and then
every man of them turned on his side. As the
new recruits numbered more than fifty, it :;urely
looked bad for our friends. But the most of
them were · not armed so very well, and this was
a slight consolation. It did not take Wild and
his companions lon~ to learn that the attacking
party had been reinforced. Pedro ordered the
firing to start again, and for the next half hour
lead was wasted, and plenty of it. So secure
were they behind the barricade that nothing short
of a successful charge by the enemy could cause
disaster to the brave defenders.
Whenever the chance afforded Wild an<l his
..J>artners, and Arietta, as well, fired with telling
effect. But it seemed that Pedro dared not make
a charge that would result in a fight at close
quarters. He kept it up all night long, never
once risking to get in sight of the yound deadshot and his friends.
When daylight came,
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things were anything but prom1smg to the defenders of the mine. None of them dared rise
to their feet, unless they first crept behind some
rocks at the foot of the steep bank.
"Wild," said Arietta, her eyes heavy from a
sleepless night, "somethin" has got to be done.
We might be able to keep them off for a long
time, but their numbers will be increasing instead
of decreasing, and it will go hard with us in the
end. I had better go for help."
There was a chance that the brave girl might
get away without being seen by the enemy. If
any one living could do it Arietta could. Wild
quickly ·let Charlie and Jim know about it. At
first they were amazed, but both agreed that it
was about the best thing that could be done.
Arietta soon got ready, She had no chance to
take her horse, so she must go on foot.
Wild crept along with her to a spot where the
stream turned into a steep gully, and then
assisting her to cross it, he bade her be careful,
and off she went. It was much easier than the
girl expected. She succeeded in getting to the
other side of a patch of woods, and then she
hurried for the Garcia house. She got there without anything happening and found the inmates
in a _state of worry and excitement.
Arietta saw Garcia and explained matters to
him. But all his men were away at their work.
so he suggested that she take one of his horses
and go to an American ranch some ten miles
_away, where she surely could get help. She hurriedly did, and found nine cowboys there.
As soon as they learned what was required of
them the ranchman and the cowboys armed themselves with rifles, and then mounted their horses.
Arietta had, of course, told them that Young
Wild West was the head of the little party that
was standing the siege of the Mexicans. They
had all heard more or less about the young deadshot, and were eager to lend him a helping hand.
Away ·they tlash!!d, Arietta leading ·the way, for
· in spite of the hot pace she had put the horse
t6 while coming over, it was still full of ginger.
Meanwhile, things had taken a change after daylight had arrived. The defenders of the camp
near Young Wild West's Mexican mine, found
the greasers wer1: _makin~ ready for ll; charge.
Pedro J anchez d1v1ded his followers mto two
parties. One was sent around to the right and
the other to the left, while he remained with half
a dozen of the men who were not supplied with
rifles in a niche. From this point he could
watch and direct his men, and at the same time
be safe from harm. A shot from him was the
signal for the two parties to make a rush for
the camp.
When Wild realized the double attack was being made, he directed Charlie and Jim to look
out for the left side. Hop joined in with Charlit!
and Jim, while Wing took his station with Wild
and _the two girls. Sudde,nly the two bands of
Mexicans appeared. · A combined yell that wag
nothing if not savage went up from them, and
then they opened fire as they ran.
"Shoot! Shoot to ldll!" cried the dashing
young deadshot, his eyes blazong with determination.
Never did Anna and Eloise respond more nobly
than at this time. Their rifles cracked in unisoi1
with Wild's and every shot told. Charlie and
Jim were just as successful, though it is doubt.
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fu.l if either of the Chinamen did much damage.
But it was enough to drive the greasers back.
But even though he had lost a round dozen of
his men, Pedro J anchez was not ready to give up
yet.
He decided to send ~me of the men out in an
attempt to l!:et close under the barricade without
being seen by the defenders. Th~re were several
to volunteer, for their blood was at fever heat
now and the desire for ;revenge upon those who
had shot down so many of their companions was
at a raging point.
"Shoot Young Wild West first of all!" was the
instructions Pedro gave when five of the men
were ready to creep up behind the rocks for
the camp.
They moved with all the caution they were
capable of, but only one got to the desired point
without beinl!: seen. The others fell before the
unerring aim of Charlie and Jim. He got around
to the end of the barricade, close to where. the
horses were tied, and then he made an unexpected
noise. The sharp ears of Wild caught the sound,
and he promptly started creeping toward the
spot. As he came to a pile of logs that had
been thrown there to be used as a protection, he
caught a glimpse of the crouching form. Wild
leaped upon the greaser and bore him to the
ground.
At that moment the, c~atter of hoofs sounded,
followed by a volley of rifle shots. The young
deadshot looked up and saw Arietta coming.
Nearly two hours had elapsed since she set out
to find help, but she had surely found it. The
cowboys had come in full sight of the villainous
Mexicans who were grouped near the foot of the
cliff. It was nothing short of ,daughter that
occurred, and all in a very few minutes. With
the cheers of the brave defenders of the mine
ringing in their ears, Arietta rode straight to
the camp.
"The siege is broken, Wild!" she shouted, her
eyes blazing with triumph.
"I reckon you are right, my brave little girl,"
the boy answered, as he sprang over the rocks
to meet her.
The next minute the two were clasped in each
other's arms. The cowboys had really taken the
greaser band by surprise, and the result was that
a qui.ck surrender was made. Wild and his partners were not long in joµiing the band of rescuers.
Our friends looked around for Pedro J anchez, but
could not find him.
One of the prisoners gave the information that
£,edro had left the spot, badly 'wounded. · He
showed Wild the direction the scoundrel took, and
without any lo~s of . time the b?Y wa~ _in sea!'ch
of him. Charhe, Jim and Arietta Jomed him,
just as he came upon some spots of blood ~n
the ground. Then it was easy to follow the trail.
They kept on and soon saw the home of Senor
Garcia right before them.
"The sneaking coyote made for the house,"
Wild said, his eyes flashing. "Come on, boys!
Come ·on, little girl!"
They started forward on a run, and just as they
got to the porch two. revolver shots sounded i_nside. Wild threw open the door and das~ed m.
Standing in the dining-room were Gare1a and
Tony, who had remained there to help protect
the premises. On the floor, face down lay the
l>edi: of a man. It was Pedro Janchez. Ton]f

waved a revolver in triumph as the young deadshot and his companions burst into the room.
"Me shoot him!" he cried. "He say he want tc,
kill da senor. Me no let."
A scream sounded in the upper part of the
house. Wild knew it came from Garcia's wife.
"I reckon you had better go up there and see
to her, Et," he said, speaking m his cool and.
easy way.
•.
The girl hastened to do as he suggested. Before '
full explanations could be made to the senor the
clattering of horses' hoofs were heard, and then
half a dozen rurales galloped up to the house.
In some way they had learned that a big fight
was in progress up that way, and they had.
hastened to the scene. Senor Garcia related the
whole business now. Janchez was dead, and he
no longer regarded the oath he had taken as be1ng binding.
The excitement continued for some little time,
but after a while our friends turned and made
their way back to the min'e that had caused so
much trouble. The cowboys and the ranchman
were still there. Introductions followed, and then
all hands assisted in clearing the claim of the
dead Mexicans. Wild promised to ~all at the
ranch the help had come from before he leR
Mexico, and he presented each of the men with
a little bag of gold dust that was taken from the
mine.
~
They remained there Joni?' enough to witness
the marriage of Tony and Bianca, the amusing
part of it being that Hop Wah was best man.
After spending a day at the ranch where the
help came from they returned to Uncle Sam's
soil.
Next week's issue will contain: "YOUNG WILD
WEST'S HOTTEST TRAIL; OR, WINNING Al
BIG REWARD."
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Fred and the Fire Chief
- - or - -

The Case of the Boss of Boston
By DICK ELLISON
(A Serial Story)

CHAPTER VII.
Deserted on the High Seas.
' It was "Sam" and "Freddy" between these two
now, for they had grown very intimate during
the past few days. ·
"Right, Freddy! Come to my stateroo_m. There
will be no sinking the old schooner tomght, and
we don't want Snell and- Wiggins to find out that
we have caught on to their curves, whatever else
we do."
They hurriedly went below and, locking the1:11selves in Sam Stark's stateroom, sat there whis,, . ·
pering in the dark.
"The old tub is over-insured, that's what, said
'am "Of course this is a put-up job with the
~wn;rs. It isn't likely that Captain Snell is doing this on his own account."
"Do you know who the owners are?" asked
Fred.
"Not I" was the reply. "As I told you, . I
came abo~rd here in a big hurry. I hardly knew
the name of the schooner when I engaged passage on her."
"Alex Bradley is one of the heaviest owners,"
at least, so he told me."
"What Bradley? You don't mean the Boss of
Boston?"
"Yes, the fire chief."
"You don't say!"
"You are surprised to think that he would be
in a deal like that, no doubt."
"Well between ourselves, I can't say I am so
very mtich surprised. Bradley has a w_ay of get~ng into queer deals. Take the burnmg of the
~ower Square Theater, for _instance. · The place
was insured for more than it was worth, and he
collected insurance to the last dollar. Then there
was that case which occurred at the time J. H.
Bright's store burned. Probably you don't remember anything about it, but the Boss was accused by a boy of getting inside the cash drawer
on that occasion. To be sure, he sent the boy
to the reformatory, and every one believed the
accusation to be an outrage, but between ourselves, I never felt quite so su,re."
"Yes" said Fred "I've heard of all that."
The ~ay in whi~h he spoke did not pass unnoticed by Sam Stark.
"Excuse me, Freddy, if I'm talking against
your friends," he said.
"No; Alex Bradley is not my friend. Far
f rom it."
"But you know him?"
.
.
"Oh, yes."
"Well, do you think him capable of putti.ng up
a job like this?''
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"Indeed, yes. I know him if anybody does.
He's an infernal scoundrel, that's all."
"Then let's drop him and come down to this
particular piece of scoundrelism. We are in a
mightly bad box."
··I should say we were. If we open our mouths
Snell and Wiggins will kill us. If they mean to
take to the boats, they don't mean to take us,
and I wouldn't want to go with them; what's
more, Mr. Towns ought to be informed."
"111 ot a word to him yet. He may be in the
deal."
"Mr. Towns! Oh, that's impossible, Sam!"
"Why do you say that? Are you stuck on Mr.
Towns?"
"I hardly could be. The man never speaks. He
,is about the coldest-blooded proposition I ever
met.".
"And yet you think him too honorable to engage in such rascally business; is that it?"
chuckled Sam.
"Well, what about that? You speak as though
you knew something against Mr. Towns."
"Perhaps I do. I know who he is, at all events."
"More mystery?"
"You bet."
"Explain if you want to. I don't care whether
you do or not."
"Well; I'm going to. You and I are going to
be thrown pretty closely together, Freddy, and
we may as well understand each other. Your
Mr. Towns is no less a person than Henry Lidman, the cashier of the Westminster Bank."
"Don't know him. Don't know the bank."
"What!"
"Banks don't trouble me much, Sam."
"But, man alive, where have you been lately?
The papers were full of it."
"I happened to be where I didn't see the papers,'! said Fred, evasively, for he felt that he
was getting into deep water.
"I should say you must have been," replied
Stark. "Why, that man has waltzed off with a
hundred thousand dollars cold cash. vVhat's more,
I believe he has got the dough with him now, and
is expecting to blow it in down there in Brazil."
Fred listened in amazement.
"Sam, you know more about that business than
you are telling," he exclaimed. "I can read it
in your face."
"Well, I do, and you rea:d my face correctly.
Look here, Fred, th~ time has come to let you
fully into this secret. I am a , detective. I am
following that man."
A detective!
The announcement came to Fred like a thunderbolt.
"What if he knows me?" he asked himself, but
in the same breath he saw that it could not be, or
Sam Stark would never · have spoken out as he
did.
"And, anyway, he can't arrest me on the hiogh
seas," thought Fred. "For the present · I am
safe."
''And that's what your business is here. I wondered,'' he added, aloud.
"That's it and nothing else. Unfortunately I
can't arrest the man even when we get to Brazil,
if we ever do, but I am hoping to get next to
him and to fix up some scheme to nab him. If I
could entice him on board a United States manof-war, for instance, that would i>e just the same

•I

26

WILD WEST WEEKLY

as catching him on American soil. I could them
clap the bracelets on, all right; and there are
other ways, but what we have to decide now is
about the present."
"I don't see how we can decide tonight. How
did you catch on to this business, anyhow?"
"Oh, I was restless and couldn't sleep, so I got
up and dressed myself and went on deck. You
know the rest."
"Let's get restless again and go on deck. That
is a good enough excuse. Snell and Wiggins must
be through with their work by this time. I'm
curious to hear what they have to say."
"Don't you say one word to them if you value
your life, then. But I don't think we had better
both go; it will attract too much attention. You
stop where you are; I'll skin up there alone and
see how the cat's a-jumping and come-_ba;ck and
let you know."
.
Fred assented, of course.
In Sam Stark he could see his only hope.
They talked on for a few moments, and then
the detective quietly left the stateroom and went
on deck.
"It's strange how trouble seems to follow me,"
thought Fred; "but then, this must be a · part
of Bradley's programme. He knew this thing
was going to happen. Of course it was intended
from the first to put me out of the way, and it's
a sure thing to my mind that Captain Snell don't
intend to take me with him when he leaves this
ship."
'
If this reasoning was correct, then it probably
meant leaving the other passengers behind, too.
"It's a bad job, and I foresee lots of trouble,"
thought Fred. "But what's keeping Sam? Why
don't he come?"
Fred opened the stateroom door and listened.
At the same instant a revolver shot rang out,
followed by the sound of a heavy fall.
Fred was terribly startled.
The sounds did not come from the deck, however.
They seemed to be right there in the cabin.
At the same instant Sam Stark came dashing
down the stairs.
"What is it?" he cried. .''Who fired?"
"Give it up. It sounded as if it was right here,"
replied Fred.
"It's Towns! He has killed himself!" cried
Stark. "Well, perhaps he is"wise. Do you know
what has happened while we talked '{ Those
scoundrels have taken to the boats. They have....skinned out already, and the schooner is foundering. We are deserted on the high seas!"

what he is about; their way of escape was all
provided for; but we are lucky if we get out of
this snap alive."
"We can go and plug those holes, anyway,
instead of standing here talking."
,
"We want to find out what that shot meant
first," declared the detective. "I heard it just
as l was coming toward the cabin stairs."
Thus saying, Sam Stark stepped across to Mr.
Towns's sta·teroom and banged on the door. ·
"Mr. Towns! Oh, l~r. Towns !" he snouted.
There was no n swer.
Trying the door, Sam found it bolted on the inside.
"He's done for himself, all right," said Fred.
"I'm sure the shot came from in there."
"I believe on my soul you are right. I'll break
the door in."
"For heaven's sake don't stop now. Let us see
what the condition of things is below."
~Well, you are right. Come on."
They hurried on deck.
"I can see n q.thing of the boats," remarked
Fred, peering about.
"You couldn't expect it. See those lights over
there? I believe it's some vessel waiting to take
them aboard. Snell probably got the signal from
her before sundown. Oh, this is a beautiful state
of affairs."
"We want a lantern," said Fred. "Every mhj"...
ute is precious. Have you got one?"
"A mi nute or a lantern?"
"How can you joke at such a time?"
"Might as well laugh as c1·y, :."reddy. I don't
want you to imagine that I am the old sleuth
style of detective, who goes about with dark-Ian-tern in every pocket. We will take a look in the
galley. Perhaps the cook left one behind hiin.
We want a hammer, too, and a saw and some
pieces of broomstick and a blanket, and--"
"Oh, for heaven's sake do you intend to start
a store down there in the hold?" cried Fred.
"~o, but we, are ·going to plug the holes, by
gracious. Cant you feel the blamed thing settling down in the water? Come on! Come on!"
Sam Stark was simply irrepr'e ssible.
It seemed to Fred as if the detective was actually enjoying the situation.
And to a certain extent this was so.
....
There are some men who live on excitement '
a~d Detective ~tark was one of them; it spurred
him on to action, and he acted quickly enough
now that he had once started in.
The lantern was found in the galley and the
blanket in the cook's bunk.
Mop handles answered for the brooms, and
hammer and saw were discovered in the mate's
stateroom.
The batch was now raised. Sam went ahead
CHAPTER VIII.
with the lantern and Fred followed with the
tools.
Worse Arid Worse
They groped their way into the hold, which
"Gone?" cried Fred. "You don't mean it!"
was now beginning to fill.
"Oh, but I oo. What fools-what idiots we
One glance was enough.
were not to have kept a sharper lookout!"
"To much talk has fixed us I" gasped Fred.
"Is every boat gone?"
"We can do nothing here!"
"Every one, and all the crew, even to Bill Wig"Nor couldn't if we had come without stopping
gins, that drunken fellow who was supposed to to utter a word,' replied Sam, coolly. "I came
have charge of the wheel."
just to satisfy you, Freddy, and I hope you are
"But where can .they go?"
satisfied. As you say, there is nothing doing
"Oh, don't fret yourself on that score. I can here."
see lights in the distance. Captain Snell knows.
(To be continued).,
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INTERESTING' ARTICLES
LIVING ON $3 A WEEK SHE DIES
WITH $1,463
With $1 463 in bills tied to her legs with
atrings , Mrs. Bessie Gz:eenber_g , seventy , was
..,.-\.found dead in her room m _Spr!ngfield, Mass., a
victim of acciden tal gas poisonm g.
The woman 's only ostensib le support
be~n
is weekly supplie d to her by two of had
her children on court order, and the police advance no
theory to account for her possess ion of the
money found. ·
.
A rul;>ber tube used to supply ~as to a CO?king plate had been disconn ected without shuttin g
off the gass.
CRIMI NALS MENTA LITY
What is the "menta l age" of the typical criminal? A recent London investig ation of ~00
crimina ls showed that the mental age varied,
depend ing upon the crime commit ted. ':['he ~ffense
which apparen tly called for the most mte!hge nce
was fraud, the average mental age of this class
of convict s being 15.2 years.
, Forgery and burglar y experts were the next.
Y"Jrighest in mental age-14 .5 years. The "s~ealing" crimina ls average d 14 year~, those addic_ted
to crimes of violence, the same, and those guilty
of rape and sexual offenses, only 12.6 years.
NEW RAY PIERC ES DARK OR FOG;
NIGHT NO LONGE R CLOAK IN WAR
Seeing in total da1·knes s by 1:1eans ~f ·an invisible ray is declare d by the Daily Mall to have
• been demons trated as feasible through the invention of John L. Baird, a British scientis t, whose
discove ries in televisi on have' aroused great interest in the last year.
.
.
.
Mr. Baird is quoted as saymg that his
achieve ment has been accomp lished with his televiso r
•'1,y isolatin g and then employ ing rays which are
tside the visible spectru m. The human eye
- is unable to see these rays, but the sensit~v
e
".electric eye of his appara tus selec~s them readily.
· The Mail's represe ntative describe s how he sat
in total darknes s and saw the complete outlines
tif a colleagu e, also in the dark, at a distance

2'1

projecte d upon a screen by Baird's invisibl e
"search light."
.
Mr. Baird asserts that the invisibl e ray can
be focused and flashed through leni;;es like ordinary searchl ights, but that' it is more penetra tive, and can be thrown further than any visible
ray and also can pierce fog more . readily. It
might, therefo re, be of great signific ance in aiding trains, ships and airplan es in the fog.
Capt. 0. Hutchin ton, who is associa ted with
Mr. Bair~, says it is impossi ble to estimat e the
importa nce of this inventio n in warfare . It would
be possible to follow an enemy's moveme nts in
darknes s.
/

...

..... ..

LAU GH S
"Has he a lot of money? " "No, but he has the
next best thing." "What is that?" "The ability
to make believe he is rich."
The ambitio us young mercha nt caresse d the
shapely hand of the heiress. "Dear little hand!"
he murmu red absent-m indedly . "So delicate ! So
fragile! And I hope some day to see it lift the
heavy mortga ge that's on my store!"
·
"I think Solomon should have pointed to the
chicken rather than the ant as a model of industry." "Why so?" "Becau se the chicken comes
up to the scratch when it is a question of making
a living."
"You misjudg e me," said the hypocri te, reproachf ully. "I admit I am poor, weak, moral,
but lying is not one of my failings ." "It certainly is not," agreed the hard-he aded man. "It is
one of your success!ls." A psychol ogist came upon a hard-wo rking Irishman toiling, barehea ded, in the street. "Don't you.
know," said the psychol ogist, "that to work in the
hot sun without a hat is bad for your brains? "
"D'ye think," asked the Ii-ishma n, "that Oi'd be
on this job if Oi had any brains? "
We were walking along th~ shaded .street of an
eastern Pennsy lvania village when a girl came to
the door of a nearby house and called to a small
boy playing on the walk: "Gusty, Gusty, come and
eat yoursel f once. Ma's on der table now and pa's
half et already !"
"It is the duty . of every one to make at least
one person happy during the week," said a Sunday school teacher . "Now, have you done i,,lo,
Johnny ?" "Yes," said Johnny promptl y. "That's
right. What did you do?" "I went to see my au.nt,
and she's always happy when I go home!"
An Americ an humoris t, stopped by a Scotch
constab le for speedin g, hinted broadly that he
might pay to be let off, "What, sir!" cried the
constab le. "Dae ye suggest that I wid take a.-.
bribe? Rae ye dare to insult me sir?" "Oh, excuse me," said the Americ an. "I really --" "But,
now," put in the constab le, "suppos in' I was that
kin' . o' a man, how much wid ye be inclined to
give?"
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Red Bill's Last Ride.
When I was a youngster, being of an adventurous disposition, and something of a rover , I went
to California in search of $!"Old. It was after the
first rush of '49, being in the early fifties, and
the country being more settled than at the sta rt.
There was still gold in abundance to be found
by those who knew where to look, and I did not
doubt that I would come home in a few years a s
rich as- heart could wish.
Being in a hurry to mak,e my fortune, I did
not take the long and tedious voyage a round
Cape Horn, like so many, but made the journey
a.cr oss the plains with a large .party of adventurers like myself, most of whom, however, were
much older and more experienced' than I was.
In the party was a man whom I disliked from
the first, without seeming to know why.
He was a big fellow, strong as an ox, seemingly, with no superfluous flesh, muscles of ir on, the
cords in his neck and arms being like st out wir e,
his bones big ,a nd prominent, and his appearance
being t_hat of a man of tremendous endurance.
He wore a short, flaming-red beard, his t angled hair being a dark brown; he had a high
forehead, ears large, and strangely pointed, a nd
his lips thin, and generally tightly ch>sed.
He said but little, preferring to listen rather
than to talk, apparently, although never appearing to pry into the affairs of others.
His name was Hiram Williams, he said, but it
was not long before he acquii;:ed the n ame of Red
Bill, given him by one of the jokers of the party,
a man who was forever giving names to every
one.
,
Red Bill was certainly a shorter name than
Hiram William, · and it came into general u se,
the man himself offering no objection.
I took a st rong dislike to the. man from the
start, and, boy-like, made no effort to conceal it,
but, on the contrary, ~howing it openly.
Far from showing any anger on this account,
Red Bill merely laughed, calling me a young
ninny, and said that the longer I lived the less I
would know, as I seemed to know it all then.
T hat wounded my pride, and I det ermined to
;;how the man tha t •I knew much more than he
was willing t o give me cr edit for.
I discovered, one evening when he was washing himself, just before supper, that he had a
;;car on his temple, u sually concealed by his
;;haggy hair, and t hat there was a strange red
mark on his right arm, between the shoulder and
~lbow.
He caught me looking at him as he raised his
b.ead from the basin, and gave me the fiercest
;-lance I had ever seen.
At supper, a little later, considering myself
well protected, I asked one of the men:
"I say, Mr. Jones, what sor t of a weapon
would make a three-corner ed scar-not exactly
that, either, but one with three points, something
like a star ?"
Red Bill showed no emotion whatever, and
Jones answered, with a laugh:
" Well, boy, I reckon that sort of scar has been
ma de wit h an iron, and it ain't a scar, either,
but an arr ow, and- -"
"Yes, that 's it !" I cried, inter rputing.

"That's the way t·h ey brand convicts in ,t\ustmlia," Jones went on. "They call -it the liroad
arrow. Where did you ever see---"
I was about to- blurt out that Red Bill had
just such a mark as that on his arm, when the
man gave me a look that fairly froze my blood.
" I d-don't r emember-it's a I-long time ago,"
I stammered. "I only wondered what it could
be."
.
"Well, if you saw it on a - man's arm," said
Jones, "he must have been kinder careless. In
England it would mean arrest;, but here--well,
nothing, unless to arouse suspicion."
The knowledge that the man was a convict,
and had been branded, only served to increase
my dislik,e for him, although it showed me that
he was a man to be f eared, and that I had better be careful.
We reached California at last, and the party
separated, Red Bill disappeared very suddenly,
no one knowing whither he went, or when.
I f elt greatly relieved when Bill had gone, and
told Jon.es of the discovery I had made.
"Never liked the fellow much," said Jones, "but
it's just as well I didn't know tha t befor e."
"Why?"
,.
" 'Cause there'd been trouble, I r eckon. Good
thing you didn't tell me--for you. Bill wouldn't
have f orgot it."
"I ·don't care," I an swered, lightly. "He's
gone now, and ·it's not likely that I shall ever see ··
him again."
When w~ got to where gold was supposed to be
found, I discovered that I knew very little about
going to work to find it.
I remained with Jones and three or four others
who_ went toget her, t aking _care of the camp;
looking after the ho,r ses, cooking, and doing other
odd jobs.
This sort of thing took down my pride a bit;
and I tried to learn all about how to find gold, so
a s to be of some u se in t he camp.
·
When Jones or one of the other men would find
gold in places where I declared there was none
whatever, I began to think that I was not much of
a gold hunter, af t er all.
"Don't you worry, lad," said Jones one day.
"I've hea rd that them as knows the least about it
makes the biggest finds sometimes, and your turn
may come one of t hese days. You are of u se to ..
u s, anyhow, an d t he horses like you, and you
make more of 'em than we could, so don't
worr ry."
At certain t imes the men would send me with
gold dust over the mountains to the nearest settlement to purchase supplies.
The dust was one of the chief mediums, and
was current everywhere, and I got• to know just
how much in the wa y of supplies I could purchase wit h so many ounces, and could tell the
weight of a bag of t he precious metal almost to
the gra in.
•
One day, when we had been in the country
about six months, I took the best horse and
sta rted off on my periodical trip.
On my way to the settlement I passed a small
camp, where I knew some of the men.
_,'
"Out of supplies?" asked one.
" Yes. Can I get a nything for you ?"
" Reckon you can. I'll be wanting powder and
shot. Heard t he news?"
·•
"No. Anybody struck a big lead ?"

•
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last awful shriek sounded in my ears, and then I
perate cusses what don't stop at nothin'. Held became unconscio us.
up Jim Hedge the other day, and too'k his pile.
When I came to myself I found that I was lyLook out for yours."
ing on a bed of gray moss far beneath the ledge
'!How many are there?"
where I had first landed.
have slipped
"Don't know. Some says one, some says a and fallen during the time I must
1..nconscious, arid
dozen. They ride mostly, and stick to the moun- it was, indeed, a mercy thatI Iwas
had
not been killed.
tains. The pass around the Devil's Thumb is- a
The top of the cliff was two hundred feet above
favorite place, I believe."
my head, and overhang ing ledges prevented my
.,;:' "Well, I'll look out for them," I said, as I rode working my way back.
.
.
off, charged with certain commissio ns.
I did not knew how far it was to the river bed,
Devil's Thumb was the most dangerou s point and I feared to make the aµempt to descend.
in all the road. It was a great mass of rock,
I would have to
some other way to reachfive hundred feet in height, and rounded like a ing the top, and find the
fate of Red Bill vivthumb, with a narrow path, scarcely more than idly ·before me, I with
working my way along
four feet wide, leading around it, while on the the face of the cliffbegan
in the hope of finding a way
other side there descended an almost sheer preci- to the top.
pice of more than two thousand feet to a river,
Sometime s I descended so as to reach a ledge
which wound its way between giant bluffs.
leading upward, and in this manner I worked
I was within a few rods of this place, could on until I was within
feet of the top, at a
see the Thumb towering above the trees, in fact, point several hundred fifty
yards beyond the Devil's
when my horse stumbled slightly.
Thumb.
.Looking backward , I oliserved that the right
Further progress upward seemed impossibl e,
hind shoe was loose, and knew that I should have however, as great masses
to use the utmost caution in following the narrow from the face of the cliff, of rock jutted down
and I could never hope
path.
to pass them.
I had about made up my mind to dismount and·
While debating what to do, my support fell
lead the animal around the dangerom point, when away, and I was precipitat
ed I don't know how
J! man suddenly appeared in the pathl before
me.
far down into a narrow gully, not so deep as the
"Throw up your hands!"
one where Red Bill had fallen, but deep enough.
I did not obey, for I was struck motionles s
Below me was- the bed of a stream, probably
with terror in &.n instant. The man before me a tributary of
the river further on, and as this
was Red Bill, the convict!
might lead me
"Ha! ha! So it's my pert young friend, is it?" my way to it. somewher e, I determine d to make
he said. "Come, get off that horse! I've lost my
My boots were nearly torn from my feet, and
own, and I must ride."
my clothes were in rags when I finally reached
·still I could not move, nor could I speak.
the sti,eam.
hasty descent I had brought
"Get down, I say!" cried Bill. "Horses are with me a In my
shrub, which had yielded as I
for men, not boys. Turn over what gold you clutched it small
to prevent myself slipping. I now
have, and go your way. This country is getting chanced to look
at this, and to my utter astontoo warm for me, and I must get away at once." ishment saw
many bright yellow particles cling. I suddenly thought of the horse's loosened ing to the roots. There
was no need to tell me
shoe, and of the dangerou s path around the that they were bits of
gold. I climbed back with
Thumb.
difficulty to the spot where I had unrooted the
I knew Bill to be ' an outlaw, but I could not shrub, and found
ore and dust enough to more
willingiy send him to his death.
than equal what our party had yet taken.
"My horse is not fit; he has a loosened shoe,"
I marked
spot as well as I could, and then
I said. "It will be your death to ride ·hil'l'\ over followed the the
stream towards its source, and final.,that pass."
ly reached camp. I told them my story, and
't'"" "That's for me ·to determine ," muttered Bill
showed them
gold I had brought with me, and
springing forward, seizing the bridle, and throw- after a shortthe
rest, guided the party to my dising me from the saddle in an instant.
covery. From that moment our fortunes were
I fell upon the very edge of the path, slipped, made.
and was over the brink in an instant.
We learned that at the very moment I had
Here the descent . was not so sheer as further met Red
he was being pursu,ed by vigilants,
on. Half sliding, half rolling, now catching at who had Bill
shot his horse from under him half an
trees, now feeling the stones roll beneath my hour before.
Now he was dead, and while I
feet, I descended some twenty feet, where I really
no hllnd in it, I had profited greatly
landed upon a mass of earth just under a shelv- by his had
death, for I never would have discovered
ing rock.
the gold but for his having thrown me over thei
Then I heard the clatter of hoofs on the path cliff.
above, and knew that Red Bill had started off
on his ride out of the country.
· ALCOHO L SEAS
It was the outlaw's last ride, and came to- a
The ancient seas were huge alcohol wells. The
sudden end. Just above me the path wound primeval ocean, with its huge
masses of sugararound th~ Devil's Thumb. Suddenly, at , the . containin g seaweed,
was a fermentat ion vat. So
- ' narrowes t point, there was a clatter, a neigh of says a Berlin scientist,
Professor Lindner. These
terror, a shout, an oath, a fierce growl, and then immense alcoholic
seas stimulate d lelicoae forms
a crash. In an instant horse and rider went of early fife, he explains,
and adds that the plants
plunging backward over the cliff.
which produce sugar, later to be converted
l saw them for an ·.instant,· and ·ne-o-er shall for- toqay
into alcohol, are marked by their splendid coloraaet the look of horror on the outlaw's face. · One tion
and intricate structure. ·
· ·

/
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CURRENT NEWS ·
NINE~SPEED SHIFT
A nine-speed automobile gear shift that needs
no clutch for operation was demonstrated recently in Great Britain. The demonstrator made
eighteen changes of speeds in a few seconds without causing even the faintest sound of crashing
gears.
WOMAN INVENTS RUSTLESS STEEL OF
VARIED COLORS
Rustless, stainless, colored steel, to resemble
more brilliant metals like bronze, brass,' copper
and silver, has · been develof>ed . in London.
Buttons, buckles and other personal ornaments
as well as doorknobs, plates and other architectural units can be made more cheaply and enduringly with the new process, it is claimed.
. The inventor is Miss C. Griff, a · Birmingham engmeer.

T:HE MOSQUITO BUDGET

In your household budget, along with the items

of grocery and butcher bills, have you figured on
the summer expense of mosquito bites? Statisticians who have been following the trail of the
buzzing pests, says Popular Science Monthly, tell
us now that every man, woman and child of us
paid, on the average, the sum of 91 cents last
year just for the privilege of being bitten. The
national mosquito-bite bill was $100,000,000 ! This
sum represents the damage done by malaria mosquitoes in bringing on some 3,000,000 cases of
chills and fever.
DOG FOILS SUICIDE OF TWO
An attempt to commit suicide together by Mr.
and Mrs. Ignatz Rosenfeld, in which they tried to
include their dog Popsi, was foiled lately· by Popsi's timely rebellion.
The couple locked themselves in a room with
their pet, opened a gas jet and were soon unconscious. Popsi, disliking the smell of the gas, beg-an barking. Finding that unavailing, he bit his
mistress' leg, half awakening her. She then, perhaps i!\stinctively, opened a window, thus allowing the neighbors to hear the dog's yelping. They
~ame to the rescue and saved the couple and the
dog.
Rosenfeld was despondent for fear of losing his
job.
FASTEST LIVING TH1NG
After studying the flight of birds for centuries,
man at last has learned to fly, and in doing so he
has outdistanced his living models in. speed, in
altitude and in carrying ability.
Now a :itudy of the marvelous flying mechanism of the world's speediest known creature, a
South American fly known as cephenemyia, has
Jed at least one scientist to suggest the possibility
t hat eventually birdmen may nearly triple the
uresent airplane speed record of 300 miles · an
hour.
Dr. Charles H. T. Townsend, American entomologist stationed at ltaquaquecetube, Brazil, points

~>Ut in the August Popular Science Monthly that
if we can learn to duplicate the action of the
cephenemyia we shall be able to fly around ·the
earth between sunrise and sunset of the longest
summer day, or in about seventeen hours. To do
this over the 13,8~5-mile cii:cuit at the latitude of
New York we should have to travel constantly
at a speed of 815 miles an hour, or almost fourteen miles a minute! · This is as fast as the
speed of projectiles of certain types of artillery.
It sounds like a "pipe dream." And yet as
Doctor 'J'ownsend recalls, it was not so long' ago
that people gasped at the . thought of travelin"'
"a mile a minute." He reminds us too that it i~
not b~yond the possible for man to duplicate with
machmes what other creatures have accomplished
in natural locomotion.
The fact r emains that the cephenemyia does cover · ii
81\'> miles an hour, or nearly 400 yards a second. .::
With tremendous power stored in a body of extremely light weight it moves so swiftly that it
can be seen only as a blur or streak of color.
OSCAR DIES AND DENNIS GETS HIS
TEETH AGAIN
Oscar is dead, a martyr to ·his rodential prankishness, but Dennis Curley is happy. Dennis went
back to a he-man diet to celebrate the death of
Oscar.
Oscar was a rat in the apartment house at No. .1
618 Main Street, New Rochelle, where Dennis is 1
janitor. The children in the building liked Oscar.
Dennis didn't.
·
Dennis' dislike for Oscar increased, a month
ago, when Oscar walked off with the ·janitor)s upper teeth. Dennis saw Oscar getting away with ~
the $50 molars, ·but was too late to save them, as ~
Oscar whisked them down a hole in the basement r
where Dennis sleeps.
:i,
Dennis waited for Oscar to come out with the t
uppers. Oscar came out and taunted Dennis, but
always left the teeth behind. One day Dennis
woke and heard something being dragged across - ~
the floor. It was Oscar, taking the uppers out for
an airing. Dennis was too late to recapture the )'
teeth.
·
The rat never lived that could flaunt Denny's ~
own teeth in ·Denny's face--and get away with it.
Denny put poison on grilled bacon, and two feet
from the bacon he put a pan of water. The drug
store man sard Oscar would eat the poisoned bacon, get thirsty, drink the water and blow up.
Oscar fell for the bacon and water and even
blew up. Dennis laughed with his lower set of
molars, and, when he was through gloating he o;t
threw the remains of Oscar in the furnace.
Dennis then got a lame back ripping up the
boards of the floor looking for the uppers. He
found them after a long search.
.~
Dennis grinned a toothy grin when reporters
came to investigate the story. He pointed to his
glistening uppers.
IJ
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NEWS FROM EVERY WHERE
WHY SATURN'S RINGS?
That beautiful ring system of Saturn is always
a source of wonder to the skilled astronomer.
Why ·s hould Saturn and Saturn alone, be gifted
with this girding swarm of tiny moons? If only
s~me other planet had the same thing, it might
not be so puzzling, so inexplicable. A more. general principle might be found underlying the existence of planetary rings. But only Saturn
has them. No one as yet has advanced-an adequate theory for their existence.
URNS OF 'STONE AGE' UNEARTHED IN
GERMANY; BELIEVED TO HOLD ASHES
OF INDO-EUROPE ANS
Clay urns believed to contain the ashes of
people from Indo-European times were recently
discovered by workmen in Golm, near Potsdam,
Germany. Besides the urns, which were found
two f eet below the surface, lay two stone hammers and two stone knives.
All were contained in what is believed to be
a clay casket, though the workman, lacking
knowledge of the importance of the . discovery,
did great destruction before the attention of
arcbaeologists was called to the digging.
The grave was found on a small hill and it
is believed that others exist in the immediate
neighborhood. The Director of the Potsdam
Museum, who examined the urns, declared they
dated from the early stone age and were the
first of this type ever found in Germany. Crude
figures were drawn in friezes around the urns
and the covers were provided with rims to keep
them in position like a modern jar.
Around one large urn were five smaller urns.
presumably containing food and drink for the
departed. Unfortunately only two of these were
saved from the workman's picks. Their contents
were turned over to chemists who will try to
discover what the ancients considered dainties
for their dead.
LARGE8T DIRIGIBLE BUILT IN SECRET
• - FOR INDIA-AUSTR ALIA SERVICE
The Dominion Prime Ministers who visited the
Cardington royal airship works recently saw
R-101, England's latest airship, which will be, it
is claimed, the largest a:nd most powerful airship
in the world. It is one of two dirigibles which
will be used on experimental flights between India and Australia with the view of establishing a
regular service.
·
The design and details of the construction of the
R-101 have been kept secret. The new airship will
have a carrying capacity of 100 passengers, ten
tons of mail, sleeping cabins .th two and four
berths, lounges, smoking rooms and dining rooms
capable of seating fifty persons at a time, promenade decks on which passengers can stretch their
legs, kitchens which can serve seven-course dinn8:s, shower baths, accommodation for dancing
and games, and facilities for wireless entertainments which will be provided involuntarily by the
countries over which the airship happens to be
passing.

Airships hitherto have been based largely on
the Zeppelin idea, but the construction of the
R-101 is a complete departure. Stainless steel
has been used for the girders and it is said to be
stronger for its weight than duralumin. Steel
propellers also will be used. Five 600 horsepower
engines, each housed in a car slung below the ship,
will burn heavy oil instead of gasoline.
The R-101 will be 730 feet long, 130 feet in
diameter and 140 feet high. She will be able to
fly seventy miles an hour and will cruise at sixty. three miles an hour with a range of 4,000 miles.
It is understood that Premier Bruce of Australia, after inspection of the mooring mast at
Cardington, decided to recommend the construction of a similar mast in Australia. This will enable an experimental flight to be made from Lon•
don to Australia in 1928.
ACCIDENTAL FINDS
The story of how an Italian laborer, seated on
a box eating his lunch in a plating plant, made a
lasting contribution to his employer and to science, is told by Dr. William Blum, chemist of the
United States Bureau of Standards and President
of the American Electro-chemical Society.
Officials of the company in question, makers of
phonograph records, upon noting a marked increase in the hardness of the copper disks from
which phonograph records are stamped, subsequently sent samples of the plating bath for analysis, which revealed that organic matter was
present.
At a complete loss to explain the presence of
any foreign matter in their electrolytes used for
depositing copper electrically, a careful inquiry
developed the fact that an Italian laborer had
playfully flipped a piece of cheese at a fellow
worker, the cheese missing its mark and falling
into the tank where the metallic disks containing
phonograph records were being plated.
The
phonograph company found that the hardening
effect was due to the casein in the cheese, which
material ihey therefore have continued to add
to their solutions. The increased hardness of the
copper allows a considerable saving because
more records can be stamped in molten wax
from the harder disks.
At another plant, in the research laboratories
of General Motors, tests were being conducted to
determine the cause of knocking in gasoline
motors. One of the chemists conceived a brilliant
idea: possibly knocking in motors was due in
some way to the colors present inside the cylinder
during combustion.. Going to the chemical storeroom. he asked for some colored chemical soluble
in gasoline. Out of some 10,000 at hand, the
stor keeper gave him iodine, the only chemical
in th ~ lot which bad the property of eliminating
knocki ng ! The color guess was wrong; but. due
to the ba ppv circumstance of picking up iodine
it was possible to solve the riddle of knocking
in gasoline motors, and to work out the theory
of anti-detonants which, it is believed, will bring
about revolutionary changes in the -tlesign of
internal combustion engines,
0

WILD WEST WEEKLY
- - LATEST ISSUES -

-

1217 Young Wild West's By Round-Up: or, The Champion Roper of the B. B. Ranch.
1218 " TwelvA Shots: or, Arletta and the Raiders.
1219 " a-;:/ i>~iti_olden Image: or, Lured to the Valley
1220 "
1221 "
1222

"

1223

"

1224
1225

"
"

1226

"

1227 "
1228 "
1229

"

1230

"

1231

"

1232 "
1233 "
1234
1235

"
'

1236

"

1237

"

1238 "

1239 "
1240
1241

"
"

1242

"

1243

"

1244

"

Balking a Raid: or, Arletta's Leap for Liberty.
Hunting in the Sierras; or, Arietta and the
Cinnamon Bear.
Saving the Block-house: or, Arletta and tho
Allles Attack.
and the Redskin Traitor; or, The Siege In the
Sand Hills.
Holding a Herd: or, Arletta's Fiery Race
ond the Ten Cow-Punchers; or, Besting a Bad
Bunch.
Ca uirht In a Cavern ; or, Arietta's Shot In the
Da,k.
Dividing the Gold: or, Settling a Clalm Dispute.
After the Trall Thieves: or. Arletta's RoundUp.
And the Pawnee Paleface; or, The Old Hunter's
Secret.
Raci ng a Flood; or, Arletta Shooting the
Rapids
and "Pinto Peter"; or, The Fight at Buckhorn
Ranch.
Esc"aping Denth: or, Arletta's Fifty Mile Race.
Lost on the Desert; or, The Luck a Sand Storm
Brought.
And the Broken Gun: OJ., Arletta's Quick Wit,
Fighting the Cowboys; or, The Doom of the
"Hurrah" Outfit.
~r:i~s.Dip; or, Arletta Fighting the

ail!eN~~

And "Tarantula Tom"; or, The Worst "Bad
Man" In Arizona.
a;<b;~; Silent Six: or, Arletta•e Round-Up tn
and "Broken Bow"; or, The Siege of tho
Settlers.
Gathering Gold: or, Arletta's Wonderful Find.
Showing His Skill; or, The Shoot-Up at "ShowDo,vn."
Among the Apaches: or. Arietta and the Death
Pit.
and t'- :-~i;fnment Detective; or, Tracking a
Tr!rJ,
Cn r ,
the Cliffs: or, Arietta's Desperate
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OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No.

42.

THE

BOYS

OF

NEW

YORK

STUMP

SPEAKER.-Containing a varied assortment of stump
speeches, Negro, Dutch nnd Irish. Also end men's jokes.
No. «. HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUM.- A grand
collection of Album Verses suitable for any time and
occuslon: embracing Lines of Love, Affection, Sentime1,1t,
Humor, Respect, and Condolence: a lso Verses Suitable
for Valentines and W eddings.
No. 52, HOW TO PLAY CARDS.- A complete and
handy little book, giving the rules and full directions
for playing Euchre, Cribbage, Casino, Fortv-five.
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All
Fours, and many other popular games of cards.
No. 58, HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wonderful
little book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart,
your fath er, mother, sister, brother, employer: and in
fact everybody and anybody you wish to write to.
No. 55.

HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS. -

No. 57.

HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.

No. 64.

HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHJNES.

Containing valuable information regarding tile collecting and arranging of stamps and coins. Handsomely
illustrated.

-Full directions how to make a Banj,o, Violin, Zlther,
Aeolian Harp, Xylophone and. otner musical Instruments; together with a brief description of nearly every
musical instrum ent used in ancient or modern times.
Profusely illu strated.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.- By Old King
Brady, the well-known detective. In which he lays down
some valuable rules for beginners, and also relates some
adventures of well-known detectives.
No. 61. HOW TO BECOl\lE A BOWLER.- A complete
manual of bowling. Containing full instructions for
playing all the standard American and German games..:,.,
together with rules and systems in use by the principal
bowliug clubs.
-Containing full directions for making electrical machines, induction COilS. dynamos, Rnd many novel tore
mu~fr~~~~ed by electricity. By R. A. Bennett. Fu! y
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRIOKS.-Containlng a large collection of instructive and highly
amusing electrical tricks, together with illustrations. B y
A. Anderson.
No. 69. HOW T O DO SLEIGHT -OF-BAND.- Contalning over fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also containing the secret of second sight,
Fully illustrate d.

and th" Rnnchman's Boy; or, The Sheep Herdur's RevPnge.
1246 " and the Rival Outfits: or, Arletta's Fight On
the Cattle Range.
No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.,
1247 " With the Cavalry: or, The Fight at Bear !'ass.
-Embracing all of the latest and most deceptive card
1248 " Finding a Fortune; or, Arietta nnd the Flooded
tricks with illustrations.
Clnim.
No. 78. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUl\IBERS.1249 " and thP Mexican Raiders: or, Exposing a
Sbowing many curious tricks with figures and the magic
Cattle King
numbers. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrj\ted.
of
and
Arietta
or,
Fiends:
Dynamite
the
and
"
1250
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY the Avengers.
full instructions for writing letters on almost
Containing
the
Baffling
or,
l2el '' and the Tenderfoot's Legacy:
any sabject; nlso rules for punctuation and composiClaim J"umpers.
letters.
specimen
with
tion,
12J2 " Helping the Sheriff; or, Arietta and the ExNo. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND
prl's s Thieves.
for telling fo.rtunes by the aid o!'I
rules
-Containing
. 1253 " and the Phantom Canoe: or, Solving a !Uranga
lin es of the hand, or the secret of palmistry. Also the
Myste ry.
events by aid of moles, mars,
future
telling
of
secret
1254 " Squar~ Deal: or Arietta and the Rustler's
scars. etc. Illustrated.
Daug-hter.
FORTY TRICKS WITH
DO
TO
HOW
77,
No.
1255 ·• Stopping a "Ghost Dance:" or, The Charge of • CARDS.-Containing deceptive
Card Tricks as perthe Gallant 6th.
formed by leading conjurers and magicians.
1256 " and the llfad Miner; or, Arietta and the Secret
No. 79. HOW TO BEOOJIIE AN ACTOR.-(]ontnining
of the C'liffs.
complete instructions how to make up for various char1257 " and "Gold Dust Bill:" or, The Man With the
acters on the stage; together with the duties of the
Yellow Streak.
Stage Manager, Pr(?mpter, Scenic Artist and Property
1258 " and the Death Brand; or, Arietta'R Great Risk.
Man.
1259 " Pawn ee Pursuit: or, the White Flower of the
No. 80. GUS WILLTAl\lS' JOKE BOOK.-Containing
R edskins.
the latest jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this
1260 " ·and the Mexican l\Ian-Trap; or, Arietta In the
world-renowned German comedian.
Robbers' Den.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALl\lJSTRY.-Containlng the
1261 " LiYely Lariat: or, Roping the Rustlers.
most approved methods of reading the lines on the
l'.!62 " Duel with a Dozen; or, Ariettn's only Chance.
hand, together with n full explanation of thei r meaning
1263 " Trailing a Treasure; or, Outwitting the Road
Also explaining phrenology and the key for telling
Ag-ents.
character by the bumps on the head. By Leo Hugo
1264 " Ruling a Ranch; or, Arietta and the Cow Girls.
Koch, A.C.S. Fully illustrated.
1265 " Straight Shot; or, CornerPd in a Chasm.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any
For •ale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to an:,
~·address on receipt of price, lOc, per copy,
nddress on receipt of p-lce, Sc, per copy, In money or
-?
ln m oney or stamps, by
postai:-e stamps.
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